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_ Murder of 


“1ш that fhe missing 
dancer | read айй!” f 
asked ap the Army 
Captain's wife sorted 
Through the lingerie. 


By 5. Alexander Cohen 
as told te Michael Duba! 


Hired to trark down a miss- 
ing person, | found myself 
kot nn the trail of o 


Y name is Dahl, Walier H. Dahl," the 

anned, handsome young man sard, hand- 
ing me a busmess card that identified him as 
an officer of the Pennsylvania Railroad, "1 
want you to locate someone for те” 

Thats how it started on that hot summer 
morning of August 22nd, 1945, a routine be- 
ginning not unlike the dozen-odd missing. 
persons cuses that drifted into the offices of 
the Supreme Deiechvs Agency each week. 1 
pulled out a routine. missing-persons form and 
looked up mto the frank, unwavering blue 
eyes of Mr Dahl People searching for missmg 
persons usually evidence some distress—not so 
Mr Dahl 

He described the subyect in considerable 
detail Forty years old, dark brown colouring, 
буелел in height, weight 150 pounds, heavy 
beard, invarubly went bareheaded, wore brown 
пек and tan coloured, single-breasted coat 

Hm name,’ he said, watching me for а 
response, “is Solon Burt Harger " 

The well-known ballroom dancer?’ I asked 
He nodded, then asked me to keep all he told 
me m strictest confidence. 1 assured him 1 
would Dahl imumated that hr only Interest 
in the case was his concern for Harger's brun- 
ette dance partner, Charlotte Mays, and that 
his visit to me was on her behalf 

"Miss Maye says Harper left for Washington 
on August 20th at 330 am.” he sard “They 
have a contract to appear at the Biltmore 
Hotel, She prefers a private ınvestigator 10 
order to protect their performance from un- 
favourable publicity After all. Harger 39 а 
well-known personality.” 

Before he left, Walter Dahl gave me a hst 
furmshed he sad. by Charlotte Maye, of 
"eads to the places Hurger usually stayed, 
plus a retainer and cxpense money 

“Harger had been hitting the bottle a little 
too much . " he cxplamed, hinting that he 

pected it was nothmg more than a binge. 

" he concluded, seemingly as an after- 
thought, when he was half outside the door, 
"f yon find he has met with some accident, 
do nothing before you consult me—nothing,” 

he added for emphasis 
Continued on page 66 


М i | Steve knew the odds egoinst 


their living were great, 


ond he realised the escaped 


convicts didn't went his 
rifle just tà shout shorks. 


I STRAIGHTENED up and wiped the sweat from 
my eyes, and listened to a burst of voices from 
the cabin of the launch. My bottle of brandy was 
going around, not as medicine Well, the more they 
drank the better; it might make them careless 

Gwen's eyes were dark blue m the dim light of - 
the engme room. They met mine, the fear in them 
made my stomach tighten. She was listening, too. 
I glanced out at the threatening sky and wished 
the daylight would fade. 

A gust of wind made the launch shudder. Under 
all the other sounds came the rumble of the surf 
pounding the mouth of the creek. Any time now 
the first squall would hammer the small island 
There would be no chance of makıng the mainland 
before the cyelone moved m along the coastline. 


and se Же тіс. Abe 


Bee — — 


All тогшив 1 had tried to doctor a sick motor 
with an eye on the barometer. About noon, | felt 
the launch shudder with a different movement from 
the usual swing of wind and tide 1 stepped out into 
the mam cabin Gwen came behind me Three 
faces stared over the side. They were unkempt, 
unshaven, and dripping water. There was something 
hungry in the eyes that met mine, then roved past 
to Gwen, noting over everything in sight, and coming 
back to Gwen 

Her blue shorts and shirt emphasised the color 
of her eyes and the golden tan of arms and legs. 
Her blonde hair fell m waves to her shoulders, and 
caught the hight when she moved. | 

‘The three men climbed aboard. Little pools of 
water dripped off them 


Their clothes were a faded, dirty 
grey, their feet were bare They came 
from Fi. the big fellow told me 
Jules was hts name and he was the 
only one who spoke a lile English 
The other two used rapid French. 
Their boat had gone down on the 
weather side of the island 

We opened our food supply and 
watched tha way they wolfed ıt down. 
Then I went bach ınto the engine 
room, and Gwen went with me 

That was over four hours ago, and 
things had happened after that The 
two leather slings over my bunk were 
empty now The .303 rifle usually 
hangmg there was up in the stern 
now, big Jules had it He said he 
wanted to shoot at sharks when he 
walked over and pulled it out. Now 
I knew | was just one against the 
three of them and he didnt care 
about sharks 

There was only one place that they 
could come from, and xt wasn't Fry. 
It was the Penal Settlemeor at New 
Caledonia, a thousand miles East. A 
thousand miles їп an open boat, with 
little water and not much food, was 
newsworthy It would be a yam worth 
hearıng. and worth passing on, only 
І wasn't going to pass и on, not 
from what I'd heard. 

It was lucky that when Jules fired 
hus first burst of French at me I just 
stood there and shook my head. An 
odd word here and there made sense 
because I'd learnt French, but that 
was at school, a long time ago. After 
that anything Jules satd to me was in 
English, and the others talked freely 
in French. I couldn't understand 
much they thought I couldn't under- 
stand anything, 

I was busy on the engine, listening 
to the talk from the main cabin, A 
sentence suddenly straightenzd me up. 
‘They were discussing out there what 
they'd do with me, with the boat, and 
with Gwen. That much I now under- 


stood, 

In spite of the warmth of the en- 
gine room, a cold sweat oozed out all 
over me. As soon as I got the engine 
running again, they were putting me 
overboard with my bands tied and a 
rope round my ankles. A real drown- 
ing job 

I tried to calculate our chances. 
They were three against one, and 
they had the rifle The small island 
had only one possible hiding place, 
the mangrove swamp further along 
the creek 

The padding sound of bare feet 
warned of Jules stepping into the 
room. His dark eyes flicked at Gwen 
before he turned on me. His figure 
bulked largely in the small space 

“Thee engine, she fix?" he queried. 

1 shook my head slowly, watching 
his disappointment. 1 gave him a 
lot of technical stuff about ignition 
failure, and he listened, saying noth- 
ing He went out and told the others, 
and 1 майе for their reaction. It 
came in a rapid burst that made me 
realise how thm was the ground wz 
stood on. They were tmpaticnt men. 

Why wait, they asked. They could 
take the girl now. What about the 


8 MAN Jun or July. 1955 


engine, Jules asked Could they fix 
that? Did they want to swim to the 
mainland? In a few more hours it 
would be all right 

Only this morning Gwen had re- 
fused to return to the mainland with 
my partner and his wife on another 
launch, 

"A wife's place is with her hus- 
band,“ she had jokingly said, "ГИ 
stay with Steve.” 

There was only one chance, play 


The Four 
Brothers 


OM, Dick, Hany and 

Gaorge are brothers, 
They belong to four di 
ferent professions. One of 
tham (not Tom) la a soll- 
citor. One (not George) is 
а schonimaster. Onc is an 
architect and tha remaining 
brothar is a doctor, АП of 
them dislike business. 

Tha other day I was dis- 
cussing golf with the archi- 
feet, “Му schoolmastar 
brother plays a good game,” 
ba said. “He can giva Tom 
a stroke a hole, and Tom is 
а better playar thao Dick." 

Who is tha solicitor? 


ANSWER: 


are tha possibllitias 
set out in a tabla: 
sch. 


sch, 


sch. 
But we leam from tha 
conversation with the archi- 


Tom therefore Is the doctor, 
But Dick also (as is evident 
from the sama conversation) 
is neither schoolmaster nor 
architect; bance, sinca Tom 
is the doctor, Dick is the 
solicitor, 


dumb, kid them along until nightfall, 
then, over the side, with darkness to 
hide us, 

1 stepped over and took Gwen in 
my arms, 

“Steve, I'm scared. Those men out 
there—the way they look at me, they 
frighten те” 

She buried her head agamst my 
shoulder, The glory and fragrance 
of her hair was all about me as I 
held her close. 1 could feel the 
frightened pulse of her heart. J whis- 
pered softly mto her hair 


When it gets dark, we'll 
go out together, Wait for me, don't 
go out on your Own. Move around 
carelessly. When I yell, ‘Right’ jump 
up on deck and dive overboard. Mak: 


"Listen. 


for the lefi bank and I'll be right 
behind vou. ОК?" 

She nodded and iifted her head. 
Her eyes were dark, but some of the 
fear had gone 1 wondered if she 
guessed just how bad things were. 

Before dark the ram started, light 
stuff with plenty of wind behind tt 
The barometer fell steadily The 
muttered rumble of the surf seemed 
louder. The time dragged, and 
slowly the tension built up, you could 
feel it. Jules kept coming to enquire 
about the engine, and I promised 1t 
would bz ready, perhaps, some time 
after fea. 

Every muscle seemed tight as a 
violin string. I followed Gwen out 
into the main cabin, and things moved 
suddenly, The fair one called Pierre 
suddenly slipped hıs arms around 
Gwen as she went to pass him m 
the narrow space. Sbe turned her 
head, and I saw tha mute appeal and 
terror m her eyes. Jules gave a sud- 
den warning in rapid French, 

Pierre answered, ıgnormg me alto- 
gether "Im tired of waiting, Why 
worry about him?” 

Anger exploded тые me. I step- 
ped close їп to him, and drove the 
edge of my hand behind has ear. His 
legs sagged and Gwen twisted free. 

"Right," I yelled. As Pierre fell 
I drove my bare foot under his chin 
with all the power I could muster, 
and whirled towards Jules He stood 
between us and the steps, and made 

-a grab at Gwen. I hit him low. His 
head jerked forward, and I hit up 
under bis chin with everything I had. 
He staggered sideways over a bunk. 


I fbllowed Gwen up the steps. The 
third man, Jacques, came to life. The 
rifle was foo far away for him to 
grab. 

It was nearly dark and the night 
was misty with rain, The water was 
warmer than the air, The tide was 
making strongly, and would help us. 
I spotted Gwen's head exsily. It 
showed too plainly for comfort. The 
water seemed alive with life of all 
sorts, Something whirled and splashed 
alongside me, and I jerked away. 


The mangrove fringe we were swim- 
mig for was a vague blur on our 
left. 1 swam frantically to close the 
gap between us. When 1 reached 
Gwen she was treading water. I 
glanced back towards the launch, and 
saw a torch flicker. The beam swing 
ing from side to side over the water, 
weak and useless. 

"Take a breath and dive for the 
mangroves. They might start shoot- 
ing," I gasped. 


Gwen's head disappeared. As 1 
went under the strong pull of the 
tide caught me 1 swam until | felt 
mud under my fingers, and came up 
gasping, looking for Gwen Some- 
thing screamed off the water beside 
me into the mangroves, and the report 
came flatly down the wind There 
was no blonde head against the dark 
background A flutter of panic shook 
me Was an old man crocodile or 
groper on the prowl? The mouths 


of udat creeks were favourite with 
them. 

"Gwen, Gwen, where are you?" 
The wind flung my voice away Ап- 
other bullet hit the water and whined 
away, 

"Steve! Here I am." 

1 grabbed an overhanging branch 
and tried to locate the vote, А 
splash. and Gwen was beside me, her 
hair a floaung halo on the dark 
water. My arm went around her. 
From now on we stayed together. 

1 tried to locate the small beach 
| remembered. From down wind came 


===> 


How To Stop Smoking 


ONE ОЁ the easiest methods for n person to eure himself 
of elgarette smoking is to learn to hreath properly, 


softly towards the creck, stumbting 
‘over roots and holes in the mud. The 
torch flared a score of yards away, 
It was pointing inland, and | heard 
Gwen catch her breath We stopped, 
and 1 gave her hand а reassuring 
squesze 

An argument developed amongst the 
Frenchmen. Somebody wanted to 
leave the search until daylight; but 
Jules’ snarfing voice overrode the ob- 
jection, ; 

Footsteps crunched away over the 
ridgz leaving the glow of a cigarette 
to show the boat was guarded. 1 


== 


mecarding to а professor of psyehol at Stanford Uni- 
versity, United States, [penc 

Heavy smokers are inclined to take short hreaths when 
they haven't got a elgarette In thelr mouths, he says, and 
this results in breathlessness and pressure no tha chest, This, 
In turn causes la many people an uncasiness and anxiety 
which makes them waot another elgaretta. 

Five-minute breathing axarcices carried out 10 times а 


day for a monih had 


and ont 16 times a minute, 


LK = 


a sound Tike gars squelching in row- 
locks I pushed Gwen ahead. “We 
had to find a way out of the creek; 
there was too much wild life around 
for comfort. I couldn't touch bot- 
tom. We might be over a big hole, 
and anything might live ın ıt, Shouts 
came from down wind, and the splash 
of oars. We turned towards a white 
blur, gritty clean sand was uoder our 
feet. We staggered ashore and thraw 
ourselves on the sand, breathing great 
gulps of air and feeling the wind cold 
on our bodies. The rain had stopped. 

It was a small beach all right, After 
we had caught our breath we moved 
inland, forced our way through a 
screen of mangroves, and came out 
on a sand ridge. Standing there, 
listening, the roar of the aurf came 
plainly, a background to other noises. 
Splashes from the creek, and wind in 
tha trees all around. Voices were 
close, the sudden splash of oars as 
they turned the boat towards the 
beach. 

1 fought dowa an urge to plunge 
away over the ridge. I remembered 
the toreh, and how we'd show up 
against the sand. There was the rifle 
to think of. "The creck was the last 
place еу expect us to be. We 
ought to get back there. If they got 
curetess, we might even get the boat. 

1 took Gwen's hand and led her 
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enahled a tal gromp of heavy 
Ge to MO lg) without mach trouble. 
of persons ееп smoking in excess of 50 cigarett: 

u day and the exercises consisted of = 


nn 


The graop 
taking deep breaths in 


watched the cigarette glow, brighteh 
and fade, 

1 led the way back to the water. 
We crouched and crept, forcing our 
way through the mangroves. The 
water was warm and black, and we 
floated silently around the corner. The 
stern of the boat loomed above us, 
aod we grounded beside и The guard 
marched the sand ten yards away. 1 
whispered in Gwen's ear to stay put, 
and then began to follow tbe anchor 
rope up the beach. 

The idea, when it came, stopped 
me. I lay on the wet sand, one hand 
on ths rope, thinking hard. In the 
boat was a wooden bow, half n dozen 
fish arrows, and 30 yards of line. 
I used arrows for shooting fish, sting- 
rays, small sharks and the like 
How would the arrows go on a human 
target? The thought of driving a 
barbed fish arrow into human flesh 
was Tepulsive. But what would Gwen 
and I get, being hunted up a small 
creck by three men, one with a rifle? 
This was the chance to reduce the 
odds by one-third 

I fedt over the guowala and 
located the bow and arrows, and de- 
tacbed the fishline normally linking 
the arrow to the bow, 

1 began to stalk the red glow of the 
Cigarette tp and scarcely breathed as 
1 crept, crouching in the dark. Who- 


evar it was kept moving up and down 
a short distance from the boat 

1 crouched on one knee, watching 
the red spark wax and wane as its 
owner ресей towards me. I came to 
full draw and loosed as the red glow 
paused before turning. The sudden 
Scresm that tore the night brought an 
echo from further along the ridge. 

1 tugged at the anchor, lifted it, and 
dropped it into the boat, Gwen was 
beside me whispermg questions tbat 
would have to wait. 1 gave her the 
bow and pushed off. rowing dew 
perately to gaio the shadow of tlie 
mangroves before the pounding feet 
reached the man I'd Int. Behind us 
the flash and crack of the rıfle; the 
bullet whined away over the creek, 
and another followed before the creck 
closed in on us from both sides. 

I rested on the oars and let the 
current carry us along, telling Gwen 
exactly what had happened, She 
didn't commeot, She reached over 
and her hand closed on mine. I knew 
then that she'd known, though she 
hadn't said, just how grim things were. 
Drifting m the boat, 1 pondered our 
next move, I wanted to regain the 
launch If 1 replaced the motor parts 
now In my pocket, and got the engine 
running, we were still prisoners in the 
creck while the surf was running. 
Even if they didn't come aboard again 
under cover of darkness, they could 
still shoot holes m the hull It might 
be better to keep to the open 

The rain came agaın, driving be- 
fore heavy gusts of wind Huddled in 
the boat, we listened to the roar of 
wind and water, and watched the tide 
to prevent being stranded. The ram 
kept the sandflies and mosquitocs 
away. 

Daybreak would bring low water, 
and trouble. Jules could aot afford 
to leave us behind as witnesses. We 
left the boat before daylight proper. 
aod found a spot which suited our 
plan of campaign. 

A mangrove swamp 1s an ceric 
Place even in daylight. The water 
and mud are full of strange plops and 
gurgles, life of alt sorts abounds and 
everything lives on something else, 
Bubbles of gas rise out of the mud; 
the stench is aickentng, 

‘There was a sudden sound of soft 
voices, and then silence. E slipped 
the bowstring out of my shirt and 
braced the bow, Placing one shaft 
on the string, I stuck another one 
upright in the mud m front of me, 

My heart began a muffled thump. 
rainwater trickled into my eyes, the 
bow became slippery. 

The silence began to worry me It 
was only a small swamp. They could 
have found a way around behind us. 
"They might realise that a bow could 
be dangerous, with visibility down to 
a few yards in many places. 

The voices ейте again, mucb closer, 
I tensed, arrow on string. ram on the 
leaves above my head. Splashing. 
squelching sounds, a muted curse 
Behind me Gwen took a deep breath, 
1 saw a blur of grey through an open- 
ing. 

Continued con page 81 
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an The Ghoul he knew that the great white shark would exact а 


I HEARD of the death of Professor 

Pierre Villers while waiting m 
Papeete, Таһа for the inter-island 
schooner to take me 10 my new 
trading-post on the atoll of Turea 1ч 
the Tuamotu or Dangerous Islands. 
The details were meagre. The French 
curator had been struck down in the 
village of Mataura, Tubuai Island, far 
south of Tahiti. 

Villiers was sitting at a table on lus 
seaside verandah, inspecting by lamp- 
light some of the small stone idols he 
had found on the nearby isle of 
Rurutu, when the killer crept stealth- 
ily up the beach, climbed noisclesslv 
over the verandah railing and típtoed 
up behind him to deliver the deadly 
strike. 

Although Villiers did not die imme- 
diately and had lucid moments until 
he expired of multiple skull fractures 
before dawn. he could not identify his 
attacker He had heard a slight move- 
ment behind him a second before 


something crashed down on his skull. 
but was unable to whirl to get a look 
at the man 

Villiers’ money, watch, ring and 
priceless collection of Polynesian antı- 
quities had been stolen. Has collec- 
tion was the result of a two-year sci- 
entific voyage among the islands of 
Eastern Polynesia. Scveral natives of 
Tubuat and adjoining islands were 
questioned by the local authorities, 
but ай could furnish definite proof of 
their whereabouts at the hour of the 
murder, 

For the most part the villagers, 
whose minds are still influenced by 
superstition. were steadfast in their 
belief that the little French professor 
had been punished by one of their 
many evil demons of the darkness. 
because he had desecrated sacred 
places to gather his articles of Poly- 
nesan lore But ıt was apparent 
that something more tangible than a 
vengeful ghost had attacked Vilbers. 


We 


a forward Өөх 


terrible retribution. 


"Y am positive that if his death 
had taken place in 2 modern city of 
America or Europe the murderer 
would have been in custody within 
24 hours 

He had left behind а trail a mile 
wide There were many small clues, 
any one of which a modern crimin- 
ologıst could have utilised to trap the 
killer 

The death instrument, a heavy bar 
of ıron, was found on the beach, cov- 
ered with fresh imprints of the mur- 
derer's hand His footprints of sneak- 
ers were found in the soft earth below 
the verandah 

Communication is difficult in the 
islands without wireless, the only 
means of transportation and transmit- 
tal of messages being by slow isfand 
schooners that are dependent upon the 
fickle winds and their customary de- 
fective auxiliary engines to reach 
island ports By the time word could 
be received in Tahiti, the central isle 
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of administration of French Oceania, 
the murderer could h: thomsands of 
miles away and all chies obliterated 

1 had been sincerely shocked to 
hear of Villers death, 1 hud met 
him in Tae О Hae, Nuka Hiva, of 
the Marquesas Gron year hefore 
He was a pletsant-faeed Frenchman 
and и was hard to believe that some: 
onc Could hate him enough to com 
mit murder 

He had come to the Marquesas 
board 4 Messageries Maritimes 
steamer on its way hack to Marseil- 
les. France, to study Marquesan an- 
threpology and to collect some relics 
of the ancient races. 
* 1 had quartered him in the trading 
store. and was well repaid hy the 
courtesy through his entertaining com- 


caste shipper ol the schooner Manutea 
мау verv long in the face Its a 
cursed island." he sind дооту 


We werc standing in the bow, shad- 
Ing our eyes to sight better the low 
toral atoll which we were fast ap- 
prosching “The natives believe in 
ghosts and death-curses, and they have 
а big white shark as (Бег god," he 
added, with a solemn shake of his 
head 


E found within a week that the 
natives of Turea were, far from the 
way general opinion had it, an ındus- 
trious and Proud race. At the end 
of three months 1 had a large con- 
»ignment of copra and pearl shell for 
the trading company and it was sure 
to surprise and impress them Ар 


4,000 Years Old 


And 


ill Growing 


(GREATEST circumference of any known tree belongs 
to a chestant on the island of Sicily. Scarred by fire 
but still living, the great girth of this tree that has survived 
carthguakes and disaster smce the days of the Romans and 
Pheonicians is 190 fect. Although 15 age bas mot been 
ascertained, experts «ay it must be nearly as ancient as some 
of the шаш sequoias of America, One colossal sequoia 
is tabbed with 4,000 sears behind it. It is known as the 
General Sherman, with a girth of over 101 feet and a height 
of 272 feet, It soam almost without taper to the first 
branch, which is seven feet in dlameter, General Sberman 
is still full of vitality and сапбоцев to grow. 

The loffiest sequoia or redwood now living and the tallest 
of all tbe world's known trees, is the Founder’s Tree. It 
towers 364 fect in the Humboldt State Naftonal Park of 


Califo: 


Its girth is 47 feet. 


Giant redwoods just seem іо keep growing unless 


destroyed by fire or lightning. 


If tbey could be protected 


from these factors, some of these immense trees would 
defy the ravages of time for 10,000 years. 


pany He had a brilliant mind and a 
ready wit He was financing his 
scientific trip through the islands of 
French Oceana, for the sole purpose 
of making a collection of fittle-known 
Polynesian antiquities. He showed 
me some of these articles. He bad 
more than paid for his trip to the 
islands with just one of the pieces. 

When my schooner arrived in Pap- 
este to take me to Turca Atoll, the 
excitement over Villiers’ murder had 
abated As it was, the news was two 
months old before reaching Tahiti 
Apart from casual reference by some 
old residents of the islands and the 
comments by the natives that the 
curator had been struck down by an 
evil demon, the incident was forgot- 
ten 

Little did 1 realise that morning 
When the palms of the atoll of Turea 
Tose out of the blue South Pacific that 
this small coral island was to be an- 
other setting of violence and death. 
Mv mind was occupied only with 
plans for getung the trading-post in 
shape. and how | would be received 
bx the primitive Tureans The half- 
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hough at first 1 had been received 
suspiciously and coldly by the Tureans 
I gradually won them over. 

Their Great White Shark, to whom, 
at the slightest provocation, they 
chanted and drummed on tom-toms 
so enthusiastically, | imagined to be 
only the appropriate symhol of wor. 
ship by a sturdy race who had lived 
for centuries close to the sea, and, 
as keen students of marine life, had 
naturally selected one of the most 
voracious monsters of the ocean — 
the Carcharodon killer-shark, Al 
though most of their communal life 
revolved around the great stone shark 
god ın the marae or temple, in the 
centre of the village, | never expected 
to see its living prototype 1 am quite 
sure 1 never would have, if The 
Ghoul hadn't come to Turca 

The “Ghoul” 1 had known before 
coming to Turea I remembered him 
as a leafer and a drunkard of the 
Papeetean saloons He was a half. 
caste and had seemingly acquired all 
the worst traits of both the white 
man and the native, 

Опе morning a schooner came into 


the lagoon and anchored off the coral 
strand It was the Vivirau, on her 
way hack to Tahıtı from the Gambier 
Islands, When the schooner left at 
noon the next day, 1 was the un- 
willing host to this ugly monster, The 
“Ghoul His real name was Taro 
Mafatu, 

I apply the word monster to the 
man because it describes appropriately 
his physical and mental characteristics, 
Never had | been compelled to look 
upon a countenance so startlingly sin- 
ister and lacking ın human expression 
as the one that faced me across the 
table at meal-üme — His native and 
white blood had diabolically fused to 
produce the most ohjectionable type 
of half-caste Polynesian 

The Tureans, quick to apply a 
descriptive name to 3 newcomer, 
called him "Uri-taata,” or "Dog-man " 

The skipper of the schooner had 
told me sufficient about his presence 
here in Dangerous Isles to convince 
me that he was up to no good, In 
some of the atolls, he had stolen 
tapa-covered mummies of the pagan 
era of the Tuamotuan ruler, TU. He 
ruthlessly invaded sealed, coral-lime 
stone Maraes (temples) dragging out 
interred members of the ancient 
royalty and leaving quickly before the 
natives were aware of the great 
sacrilege. 

Two weeks after the Ghoul bad 
arrived on the atoll, 1 was strolling 
along the beach in front of the native 
village, when Ranatufa, the island 
chief, stuck his head fram the door 
of his fare and hailed me. Maukeva, 
the high priest, was in conference with 
him, and wheo 1 entered his palm-leaf 
structure 1 could see by the expres- 
sions on their faces that they had been 
discussing a subject of grave impor- 
tance, 

“Good friend, we wish to talk with 
you about the Dog-man,” the chief 
begsn in a solemn voice. "The Tabi- 
чап sailors on the schooner told my 
people what this man has been doing 
оо other atolls of the Tuamotu. Now, 
my people tell me that they have 
seen him ssarchıng among the sealed 
erypts of our dead. They have asked 
Maukeva and myself to have you 
speak witb this wicked man and warn 
him not to attempt 5065 shameful acts 
on Turea," 

“Last ought,” interrupted Maukeva 
ın hos high-pitched, quavering voice, 
"in my apo-varua (coral conjuring- 
bowl of sacred sea-water) | saw the 
face of this Urrtaata, and it was like 
that of фе Агоатама (vampire- 
demon). Oh, Good Friend, there ıs 
the odour of the papaora (dead) about 
him! Cast him out as you would a 
leprous person!" 

The Ghoul returned m the late 
afternoon of that day from his cus- 
tomary tour of the atoll. He was 
lumbering up the steps of tbe trading- 
store, when 1 hurried out of the copra. 
warehouse and intercepted him, 

“The people here are a Tittle upset 
about your prowlng around in their 
sacred burial grounds," 1 said quietly. 

The Ghoul had none of the super- 
sütons characteristic of the Poly. 


Эйр 


"I've lost aver five pounds,” 


nesians Не had, in tus youth, shipped 
as a seaman ahoard a tramp-steamer 
He had lived m the waterfront dis- 
trıcts of world-wide ports, acquiring 
all the sordid evils of these vicious 
slums 

“Tell them to до to the devil!” he 
muttered. 

Іп a sharp voice, L said "TII have 
to ask you not to violate any of the 
strict laws of these people. The nat- 
wes hold me responsible for your 
behaviour on ttus atoll, and as their 
friend and trader | have a double-fold 
reason for insisting that you don’t 
desecrate any of the hurial crypts on 
Turea” 

"Tm not looking for any skeletons 
buried on this atoll!” he yelled wrath- 
fully, pushing his abhorrent face close 
to mine — "i happen to know 
there are somo underwater caves on 
the inner side of the coral reefs here 
where the natives have for centuries 
hidden their dead Т don't think they'd 
care if | took a few old mummies.” 


1 shook my head “You know as 
weil as | that Turea happens to be 
one atoll of the Dangerous Archipel- 
ago that has never been deserted by 
1s orginal people in the copra and 
peart-shell migration Апу mummy 
on or under Turea is the ancestor of 
Опе or several of the five hundred nat- 
mes hwing here to-day” 

"My scientist friend im Tahiti is 


paving me well to bring him back 
some good skeletons.’ the Ghoul 
sud And 1 need the money,‘ he 
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That same day at sunset I was tak- 
їпр a walk along the beach when The 
Ghoul came cut of the store and 
hurried down the coral strand toward 
me 

"Look here now, Menard,” he s; 
“Em willing to split the money Til ge 
for mummies if you'll find out where 
they are. What da you say?” 

T gave him а cold, steady look, 


“You're not taking any ancient dead 
from Turca,” I said іу. “And 
whether you like ıt or not you're leav- 
mg this atoll on the next schooner, 
Wil be here in about ten days.” 


“Little tin god here, hub?” The 
Ghoul sneered. "Well, TIE find those 
skeletons myself!” 

"I woutdn't be too sure about that,” 
1 зад 


The Ghoul was working against 
time hecause he knew the schooner 
always came at its scheduled tme. 
He was up at the crack of dawn, 
scourmg the reefs and lagoons untit 
dusk Returning to the store in vile 
moods, he drank heavily With sav- 
age curses he stormed about m his 
room, occasionally crashing his huge 
fists against the walls ın unbridled 
violence and frustration. 

While I was working over my copra 
accounts one might The Ghoul came 
out of his room. He moved across 
to the chair in front of me and sat 
down heavily I felt hıs hlood-shot 
eyss watching me closely, but I did 
not look at him to acknowledge bis 
presence 


im willing to give you same cash 
in advance if ynu'll help me get some 
skeletons, he said in a friendly voice 

Theres not enough money m the 
world to huy off the natives’ reverence 
for, their ancestors or their friendship. 
wilh me, | replied calmly 

“Ой, to hell with them! Once Im 
away from here wih a skeleton or 
two they'll forget all about i^" 

"You're quite wrong there," 1 cor- 
rected fim "They'd hold me to hlame 
for any violations you made against 
ther honoured dead!” 

"Come on how much do you 
want?” he yelled “You're a trader 
and you've got a price” 

As a trader with a conscience 1 
can only say, Damn you! Now clear 
out of here! I'm busy!" 

1 gave my attention to the ledger 
agan A few seconds later, а prem- 
onılıon of danger caused me to muse 
my eyes suddenly The Ghoul was 
stil opposite me but now, as 1 stared 
at him, he began to rise slowly out 
of the chur In his right hand was 
a rum-bottle which he no doubt m- 
tended to use as a bludgeon 

“You'd better put that down,” I 
remarked calmly, "if you don't want 
lo feel a fish-spear bury itself in your 
back!” I gestured toward the verandah 
where my assistant Mopt was framed 
in the doorway A long, barbed bon 
Шо lance was im his hand 

The Ghoul turned slowly around, 
saw the vigilant Mop: and then glared 
down at me in heipless fury. He 
was breathing heavily and the thick 
cords of his neck were throbbing vio- 
Tently as he restrained himself with 
great effort, Then, without looking 
at me or Mopi again, he banged the 
bottle down hard on the table and 
shuffled into his room, mumbling. 

You possıhly wonder wby 1 per- 
mitted such a dangerous man to share 
my quarters. My only reason was that 
I did not particularly care to have 
anyone slaughtered on an atoll where 
1 traded 

1 knew that if I insisted he move 
into a native hat somewhere along 
the beach, the Tureans would lose 
no ume m decapitating him in fus 
sleep 1 realised that his murder 
would call for a lengthy investigation 
by the authorities It would eventually 
result ın а severe fine for the entire 
village and severe punishment for 
those who carried out the deed. This 
1 wanted to spare the kindly natives 
of Turea. I was determined against 
all odds to protect them against the 
infitction of penalties which such am 
act would entail, justified though it 
was, While he was under my roof 
no native, by strict tribal custom, 
would molest hmm physically, unless 
an defence of their own life or mine. 

The demeanor of the Tureans since 
the Ghoul s arrival had slowly altered 
It was an unhealthy change. They 
no longer laughed, sang ot clowned 
while making copra or diving for 
pearl shell — Them usually cheerful 
countenances had now hecome stern 
and unrelaxing. As the long South 
Pacific days and nights passed torpidly, 
The Ghou!'s presence on the atoll had 


become more and more like an inside 
ous pesulence, 

If the schooner had arrived at ats 
expected time it would have averted 
the ghastly incident which occurred 
during the five days it was delayed at 
Fakarava Atoll, where tts rudder was 
hemg repaired 

The Ghoul had sullenly packed his 
helongings and was resigned to leav- 
ing Turea empty-handed He knew 
if he showed any reluctance 1n depart. 
ing. there were many husky natives 
who would delight m the privilege of 
tossing him bodily aboard the 
schooner. The day the trading-boat 
was scheduled to arrive he made one 
last effort to obtain a mummy. He 
tried to bribe a pearl diver. but th. 
outraged Turean angrily pushed him 
into the lagoon. 


When the day passed without a 
sign of the schooner The Ghoul 
jsered at me 

“Wouldn't it be funny if that 
schooner has hit a reef and sunk? 
Then I'd have plenty of time to lock 
for skeletons, wouldn't I?" 

“If that has happened, you'll have 
to navigate a sailing canoe back to 
Tahiti," I advised him. "Im giving 
you just one week longer on this 
atoll, schooner or по schooner.” 

The Ghoul spent more time ın his 
frenzied hunt for mummies knowing 
full well that he was now working 
agamst precious time. 1 didn't think 
he would be successful. But | was 
wrong. 


Late m the afternoon of the fifth 
day, while 1 was impatiently awaiting 
the schooner's arrival, | suddenly 
heard The Ghoul running Fast in the 
grove beyond the trading:store. He 
stumbled violently coming up the ver- 
andah steps When he came through 
the store he was lumbering unsteadily 
as if finishing a rruelling race. 


He paused briefly with a sluggish 
movement when he came abreast my 
desk. He was gasping spasmodically 
He gave me a wild, furtive glare, 
then he staggered on, gibbering. But 
there was something dangling from 
his right hand! A sodden burlap 
sack, filled with bulky objects, which 
at the jarring impetus of his heavy 
Footfalls gave forth hollow, rattling 
sounds! 

“What have you got there?” 1 yel- 
led, rising and hurrying around to 
bar his way 

But before 1 could reach him he 
had tunged into his room and slam- 
med the door, bolting it, 

1 fost no time in going down to 
see Msukeva and Ranatuía. While 
trotting through the native village to 
the witch-doctor's dwelling, 1 saw that 
the natives were squatting silently be- 
fore their huts, and they returned my 
hurried greetings with stolid nods, 1 
found the witch-doctor and Ranatufa 
in the Marse-tahutahu (Temple of Sor. 
cery. When I rushed excitedly in, 
Ranatufa halted my rush of words 
with a stern gesture of his hand, 

“Save your futile words," he said 


quietly We know that the "Dog- 
Man has found the marae and has 
stolen one of my ancestors” 

“What are you going to do?" | 

“There is very little we can do 
now.” the chief replied sadly. “Un- 
fortunately, he has sanctuary in your 
bouse. Under ancient law we cannot 
violate that tapu, If you were not 
our good friend we would seize him 
immediately and put him to death “ 

“The Great Shark Сод, Haomako 
will punish him for his evilness," 
Maukeva ened, drumming on his 
shrunken chest with his bony fists 
“Look! Even now 1 prepare the 
pifao (curse) for the "Dos-Man” " 

The pifao was the torturing curse 
which witch-doctors of the atolls have 
practiced for centuries against their 
enemics 

Maukeva reached over with his two 
hands and removed the stone cover 
of the huge coral bowl that was bur- 
ted in the black coral sand in front 
of him. It was the farıtupa, oi 
holder-of-an-accursed person's posses: 
sions, and scattered їп the smooth bot- 
tom 1 saw a wisp of black har, a nail 
pruning, a piece of dungarce-cloth, а 
cigarette bult and leavıngs of food He 
was їп the act of replacing the cover 
when his blood-suffused eyes darted 
over my shoulder and fixed themselves 
оп an object behind me. 

“The White Shark God has an- 
swered!" he whispered fiercely, “He 
will come to Turea.” 


Cominued on page 40 
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Vital statistics are fascimating—especially statistics 
about dames on the hoof! 

“Thirty-seven, twenty-four, thirty-six...” 1 murmured 
softly to myself as 1 put the letter down. “No wonder 
Nina Spencer thinks she should be a prospect for front 
line chorus” 

The letter was from Bill Downey, an Investigator in 
ihe South He had an assignment to locate Nina Spencer, 
aged twenty-three, near enough to a brownette, who 
hoped to make the big-time on the stage. 

“Apparently,” Bill Downey had written, "she has the 
idea she looks good in black mesh stockings Her folks 
haven't heard from her for about a month She 1s, or 
was, headed for an engagement at the Matador nightclub. 
Check for me, send me the details and the bill, and Vil 
take at off what you owe me for the job I did for you 
last year” 

The postscript to the letter smd Bill would send а 
photo of Nina Spencer as soon as he could 

“Thirty-seven, twenty-four, thirty-six- +. hkes to wear 
black mesh stockings 

1 memorised и. 1 visualised it 

A telephone call to the Matador might clear up the 
enquiry, but there were times when I felt an urge to be 


There were s millinn reasons why 
Nina disappeared sn her way ts 
the front line chnrss is ths Big 
Smoke — reasons that were crisp, 
ohlong and very negotiahle. 


conscientious about my work. The figures in the letter 
suggested a certam silhouette 
1 was half-way to the door wl 
1 tossed my hat back on the peg, and opened the door. 
"Mr. Ray Norton?” he asked. 


‚hen somebody knocked, 


He was about sıkty, well-dressed, cold-eyed The 
man just behind him looked slightly younger, and gave 
me the same impression of cold, impersonal efficiency. 

“Please come in,” 1 said. 

They came ın I fixed chairs, arranged a few papers 
neatly and waited. 

The older man spoke "I understand you are the only 
full-time private investigator in town.” 

“Yes, that as so, Мг... ?" 

"My name ıs David С. Johnson This 1s Mr. Neville 
Timbrell. 1 am from the Permanent Trustee Company, 
and Mr Timbrell represents certain large charitable 
organisations, We have problem. We hop: you can 
help us.” 

ЭРИ certatnl 
Johnson.” 

“tf it's only a matter of fees, Mr. Norton, 1 dont 
think you'll have to worry” 

1 doodled idly with a pencil, 
have fascinated Freud. 

"Normally, Mr. Johnson, my fees are five pounds a 
day, plus expenses, It depends on the job whether they 
are higher than that” 

He nodded, and began to talk, I stopped doodling 
Brother! This was big! 

"A few days ago,” he began, “there were newspaper 

reports about the drowning of a Miss Linda Blake” 
“Ч remember” I sad "She was going to inherit a lot 
of money from her uncle's estate . , old man Welles!" 

Elmer F Welles was one of the state's richest. men, 
and his heress's death had been news 

“Under certain circumstances, Miss Blake would have 
inhented more than a quarter of a millon pounds m 

nine years’ time-—when she reached the age of thirty,” 
Johnson said 

“| read about it Welles believed young people 
coutdn’t handle money, and made the proviso that she 
could not get the money until she bad—as he put it 
reached a sensible age” 


ly consider what 1 can do for you, Mr 


an exercise that would 
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“My company has the task of ad- 
ministermg the late Mr. Welles’ es- 
tate His will provides that if Miss 
Blake m. or was, involved m any 
scandal. the company can at Its dis- 
cretion hand over the money to cer- 
tain charitable organisattons, instead 
of to Miss Linda Blake.” the visitor 
said. 
1 nodded slowly, "And thats why 
Mr Timbrell is here? You think she 
may have been involved in some scan- 
дай?“ 

m not saying that. Mr. Norton.” 

“But Miss Linda Blake is dead’ 
What happens to the money?" 

“She made a will, leaving her as- 
sets to the man she intended to marry, 
Lionel K. Marcus. My company 
thinks—after our legal representatives 
have studied the late Mr Welles will 
«we should pay the money to Mr. 
Marcus, But a certain development 
has aroused some thought." 

His vore trailed away, but Mr. 
Neville P. Timhrell leaned forward. 

"Mr Norton, I can say this: the 
charitable organisations 1 represent 
are interested in this will naturally 
enough The money now either goes to 
Mr. Marcus, or to charity. You will 
recall, perhaps, that Miss Blake had 
been hoatıng with Mr Luke Taliento, 
and, if. you will permit me to say so, 
Mr Talento isn't entirely accepted in 
our community “ 

Luke Talento not accepted im the 
community! That depended on which 
section of the community you meant. 
Luke Talento was an ace racketeer, 
but nobody had ever pinned a rap on 
him He was smart, for sure, and was 
probably wired into connections 
where thev mattered most 

1 remember the news, Miss Blake 
been in Luke Talientos pleasure 
cruiser А storm sprang up, and the 
hoat sank. Talento was picked up by 
& fishmg boat. The girl's body was 
later washed ashore, The clothes re- 
maining on the body were identified 
as clothes made for Miss Blake And 
Marcus had identified an inscrihed 
wristlet watch, found on the hody, as 
a gift he had given Miss Blake The 
hody itself had been m fairly bad 
shape 

“What about the police? 1 asked 

Timbrell said, “The commissioner 
n a friend of mine—and, of course, 
of Mr Johnson's He has checked the 
reports of his investigating officers. 
The reports do not suggest there is 
anything wrong " 

There was a pause, ] summed ор" 
“So Miss Blake is friendly with Luke 
Talento, who is thought to be a 
racketeer, although nothing has been 
proved against him She 's engaged 
to Lionel Mareus, who is a city finan- 
cıer, and favoured by her will She is 
drowned, and so her inheritance goes 
to Marcus. Do you think Taliento 
and Marcus, between them, planned to 
murder Miss Blake?“ 

"We don't know," Johnson said 
slowly. "Taliento was lucky to get 
out of the hoating tragedy alive He 
was nearly dead when they rescued 
him“ 
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“| take it then, gentlemen I said. 
“that you want me to find out if there 
was any scandal associated with Miss 
Blake's life  . or. at least, why and 
how she was mixed up wtth Luke 
Taliento ~ 

“That 15 so, Mr. Norton." 

When my visitors had gone, I ht a 
cigarette and poured myself a drmk. 
1 needed a drink. Luke Taliento was 
tough Luke Taliento also owned the 
Matador Nightclub, where the missing 
Nina Spencer was reported to be work- 
ing 

1 went over the angles, Nina Spen- 
ter arrived in town to work for Luke 
Taliento, and now was thought to be 
missing. Linda Blake, heiress, went 
boating with іше... and was 
drowned. 

1 could have been wrong, but it 
looked as íf ıt were bad luck for a 
girl to get mixed up with Luke, 

1 dialled Wally Kent's number, Per- 
haps Wally, columnist for “The Cla- 
поп,“ might know a thing or two... 

“Linda,” be said, “hoy, she was the 
goods About twenty-one, filled out 
а hathıng outfit the way guys like ‘em 
filled out, She'd been a blonde, а red- 
head, a brunette. . you know, some 
dames...” 

“How come she had anything to do 
with Luke Talento?” 

“Гуе seen her round gambling 
Joınts, and Luke has an interest tn 
most rackets in this town, 1 guess, 
Maybe they saw each other here and 
there. I'd say she lost pretty heavily, 
when she gambled,” 


“Ever heard of Nina Spencer, do- 
mg an act for Talento, at the Mata- 
dor?” 

“Nina! Sure . , . a nifty dish who 
does the best for black mesh stockings 
Blonde kid. Oh, boy!" 

“Blonde? She was described to me 
as а brownette " 

“Nothing ıs as unstable as the 
colour of a woman's ham," he said. 

"Who would know anything ahout 
Nina, Wally .. 
Taliento?” 

"She didn't stay long at the Mata- 
dor, and didnt get around much, 
either. There’s old Mrs. Delaney. She 
works as a kind of a wardrobe mise 
tress, helping the girls at the Matador 
get ready for their acts.“ 

1 cradled the receiver. 

Outside I glanced at my strap-watch, 
It was nearly five. I caught a cab, 
went round to the Matador, There 
was a good chance that Taliento 
would be there, as preparations for the 
night would be starting. 

A character, who looked like a tor- 
pedo, looked me over. 

His voice had a slight raspy tone, 

"Ray Norton . . . I'm an investi 
gator.” 

“Stay here, Norton, Don’t move 

1 can take a hint as well as most 
guys, 1 stood where I was, He used 
a telephone, then sard: “Come оп!“ 

We went up a carpeted staircase, 
along a passage. He opened a door 
and grunted. "Okay, hoss-—here's 
Norton!” 

Luke sat at the desk, He looked 


« that is, apart from 


about medium height, dark hair, grey- 
Ing at the temples, brushed back. He 
had a single-breasted grey suit that 
cost more than F earn m a month, An 
ivory telephone gleamed on the blond 
wood 

He said, "Sit down, Norton. What's 
ıt about? 

1 sat down opposite hım His soft 
hands, with manicured nails, rested 
on the edge of the desk. His eyes 
bored into me И was my turn to 
bat. 

“I had an mquiry about a dame, 
Nina Spencer. Нег folk are worried 
ahout her. She left home .. . hasn't 
written for some time An investiga- 
tor, Bill Downey, found out she 
headed here, had a job at the Matr 
dor. He asked me to check.” 

There was a pause—a long one. 1 
fumbled in my pocket, found a ciga- 
rette. handed the pack to Taliento, 
who shook his head. 

"Nina Spencer was here, Norton. 
She was talking about going further. 
Then she qut. Do you know what 
she looks like? You got a photo- 
graph? 

“No, just a description, She's round 
five feet six, built like Jane Russell 
++. 8 brownette,” 

“That's ber, except 1 didn't like ber 
hair when she arrived She's now a 
blonde Looks better under lights. 
Wait here . . „ ГЇЇ see if I can check 
... for you!” 

He quit the office. 1 wondered why 
he didn't use the telepbone He came 
back, and be seemed almost affable, 
now. 


tbınk Nina has been slightly МЇ 
++. ur something, but ifs nothing 
much. She's still іп town, or was, 
yesterday. Here's her address.” 


He scribbled a note. “Suite 77a, 
The Roxham, East Seventy-Thurd, 
Red Hall.“ 

It wasn’t the most expensive area 
їп town, but it was five times better 
than where T live, 

“Thanks, Mr. Talento. I'l see her. 
TH be able to tell her folks she ıs 
okay, By tbe way, Mr. Talento,“ I 
added, “weren't you nearly drowned 
the other day. There was something 
m the papers about it?” 

His eyes narrowed, 
Norton. 


“Go on, Mr. 
Are you interested?” 

1 said. “It was front page, that's 
all.. you look okay. It must've 
been tough” 

He nodded, very slowly, “Life can 
be tough—and very short, Mr. 
Norton.“ 

There was no friendly warmth in 
his voice 

“Sure, sure," I muttered. 1 picked 
up my hat “Thank you for your 
help, Mr. Taliento.” 

I moved to the door, his eyes fol- 
lowing me. The torpedo was waiting 
just down the passage. He escorted 
me to the front door. I went home, 
ate, showered, and went round to the 
parking lot for my Chev. It was afte: 
eight when 1 arrived at Red Hill and 
located the Roxham apartments, 

1 stepped out of the elevator at the 
seventh floor, found the apartment 


and leaned on the buzzer 1 was about 
to press agam, when the door opened. 

Her off the-shoulder frock, black, 
hung on round the curves She smiled, 
slightly. her wide red lips opening just 
enough to reveal small white teeth 

"Fm looking for Miss Nina Spen- 
cer." I started. 

“You've come to the right place 

what do you want?” 

The words were slow, the voice 
husky, the shght smile did things to 
my spine. 

"Mv name is Norton Your family, 
they're worried because they haven't 
heurd from vou recently." 

She nodded slowly and murmured. 
+. of course Would you come m, 
please?” 

Ever seen a seal at the 200 refuse a 
fish at feeding time? 1 went m. The 
place was comfortable in an expen- 
sive way I sat on the ivory hide 
lounge 

“Like a drink, Mr Norton?” 

І nodded After all, Гус got a 
mouth. 

She bent down, near to me, to fix 
the drinks, 1 gulped a little, and tried 
to look away She handed me the 
Scotch, sat down, crossed her legs. 


"Cheers, Mr. Norton" She raised 
her glass, drank a little. “Now I 
guess you can Write to whocver wrote 
to you, and say I'm okey. You're 
lucky to catch me I'm leaving town, 
soon.” 

1 didn't answer, 1 had the impres- 
sion her brain was working—fast? 

"Any questions, Mr Norton? I'd 
like you to be sansfied,” 

"Pm just trying to check you 
against the descripuon given to me 
Your hair wo» supposed to be brown " 

"Sure .. I was a brownette, Now, 
tm a blonde Нык dye has come to 
stay їп my business, beng a 
hlonde helps" 

“I was told you were round five feet 
six inches, and your measurements 
were thirty-seven, twenty-four, and 
thirty. " 

Her eyelids fückered a little as she 
stood up She went into another 
room that could have been a bed- 
room, and came back. She threw me 
a tape measure 

"Check for yourself, Mr Norton?" 

She stepped towards me, raised her 
arms, and breathed in slightly. The 
frock stramed at the seams, 

Ready, Mr Norton?” 

Hell! A guy has to do his job. I 
stood up, and stretched the tape- 
measure round her E finally made out 
the figures 

Okay?” she asked 

"I guess so, unless Гуе made a mis- 
take” 

I cheched the other measurements 
twenty-four, thirty-ax They tallied. 
1 dropped the tap: to the carpet 

“Зархйед"" she murmured 

“Not quite . , 1 chink’ 

Her lips mocked me "You are 
thinking of something Mr. Norton?" 


Nina Spencer was quite a dume 
She told me she had quarrelled with 
Luke Talento. but had stayed on in 
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town until she had teed up a job else- 
where She hoped to clinch another 
job any moment, and had her bags 
just about packed ready to move She 
hadn't liked to tell her folks the job 
at the Matador hadn't lasted and 
she had just not written home 

Tt was after midnight when | got 
back to my flat, struggled into bed, 
and went to sleep By nine in the 
mornmg I had showered, shaved, had 
breakfast of hot black coffee and 
aspirin, and was trying to sort things 
out 

When | had started asking ques- 
tions about Luke Taliento and the 
Matador, she had started Kissing me 
That was all right. but it seemed to 
dull my news sense 

1 supposed I could send a telegram 
to Ві! Downey. saying I'd located 
Nina, and that all was well. But sf I 
let the situation drag a httle, expenses 
could increase, and he'd have to take 
more off the bill I owed him 

That was one angle But. also, I 
was sceing red warning lights 

Maybe Vd have better luck talking 
to Marcus than I had nattermg to 
Talento. I went over the angles again. 
Wally Kent of “The Clarion” had 
mentioned s Mrs Delaney, who 
helped the girls at the Matador dress 
for their acts. I could look her up. 1 
checked her address, got the convert- 
ible out, and headed round to see Mrs. 
Delaney. 

1 told Mrs Delaney who i was, and 
said | was inquiring about Miss Nina 
Spencer, ` 

“Nma? She didn't stay very long,” 
Mrs, Delaney said. In conversation 
she said Nina went out a couple of 
times with Mr. Talento. That was 
about all. 

"Do you know if sbe had any 
friends? Boy friends, for instance?” 

“No. .. funny, isn't it? A very at- 
tractive girl, too, but I never saw her 
with any friends Mr. Talıento took 
an interest in her, She mentioned she 
had been out with hım . а couple 
of times she went m his pleasure 
cruiser She was very keen to pro- 
gress 11 the theaire. 1 think Mr Tah- 
ento told her he would try and get her 
engagements in other nightspots, and 
introductions to theatrical people " 

"Was she fond of Mr Tahento?” 

“I don't think so. She was ın a 
strange city, and he was kind to her.” 

"Did she drink at all?” 

“Drink .., ? I don't know, for 
sure, but 1 don't think so.” 

І nodded. slowly When 1 had 
been with Nina the previous night she 
hadnt been reluctant to drink. 

"From what you saw of Miss 
Spencer, would you say she liked 
men... that is, — " I hesitated 
slightly. "To be blunt, Mrs. Delaney, 
do you think she would be, say, иь 
chned to throw herself at a man, 
especially the first time she saw him?" 

"Mr. Norton! It’s obvious you 
have never met Nina She just wasn’t 
a girl bike that. She wasn't shy ... 
but she was reserved, I always said 
Nina Spencer was a very, very nice 
вий" 


1 thought of my meeting the pre 
vious might with Nina, and wondered 

Well. thank you. Mrs Delaney for 
vour help.” 

She was still standing on the edge 
of the verandah as I started the Chev 
1 gunned the engine, cased back the 
throttle, and cruised down the street 
1 crossed the next intersection, and 
from round the corner came a black 
sedan 5 

| stepped on the throttle 
The Chev coughed a Tittle, picked 
up speed. So did the car tal. 
ing me And then the rear driver 
snapped the throttle down, and the 
hepped-up car drew alongside. Two 
men were in the front seat The оле 
nearest me was holding a partly con. 
cealed sub-machinegun. The snout 
pecped across the edge of the window 

He snapped "Pull up, Norton— 
or you'll get a blast.” 

T stopped. The car stopped along- 
side me. The hood with the gun got 
out The gun was under his coat. 
He didn't make any great efforts to 
conceal it He flung open the rear 
door of the Chev, got m, and mut- 
tered" “Start driving, Norton — go 
where I teil you to drive.” 

Half an hour later we stopped in 
a waterside warehouse area A few 
trucks were about, but the drivers 
weren't interested ın a couple of cars 
that had stopped. The driver opened 
a warehouse side-door, and led the 
way m, Once inside, while the sub- 
machmegun pressed into my spine, he 
turned and pulled my 38 out of my 
shoulder holster. 

I was shoved into a room. 

"Sit on that char," said the gorila 
with the gun I sat. I eyed the 
men over. They were typical muscle- 
men, but at the moment tbey were 
holding an ace-bigh hand ..- in the 
shape of the machinegun, 


The hood who had driven the car 
left the room, and the guard with 
the gun turned shghtly to move back 
to an up-turned box, 

1 sprang .. pressing on the balls 
of my feet with every ounce to gam 
impetus. My hand just touched the 
barrel of the gun, as he squeezed the 
trigger The breeze of the slugs fan- 
ned close to my coat. I felt the barrel 
hot ın my left hand, My right chop- 
ped with a vicious short right, and 
he staggered slightly, his grp tight- 
ening on the gun. 

The door opened, and the other 
hood had a gun іп hts hand. He saw 
the fight and fired as 1 swung the 
machinegun holder round, Не 
screamed as the slug tore into his 
back I released my grip on the 
gun-barrel and pushed hard as the 
hood at the door jumped forward. 
The two hoods collided heavily, 
floundering 

l was in some kind of a passage 
The building seemed deserted. | 
reached the end of the passage, and 
started bounding up the stars as the 
slugs breezed near. One hit the wall 
just above my head, showering me 
with ancient plaster My lungs heaved 
as I tried to increase my speed. 


your shoulder. Will you brush it off or shall ІР” 


umb on 


“There's a er 
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1 heard the thud of steps below, 
another slug hit the wall as I turned 
at the landing. The fleeting glimpse 
downward showed tbe hood grim- 
faced and with the revolver aimed 
upward 

‘The stairs went up again, but aloog 
the passage were several doors, I 
missed the first, and pushed open the 
next, A rat scurried in a corner. 

1 moved behind the door. The 
steps outside thudded up the last of 
the stairs, paused by the first room 

. and there was silence. So the 
bood was checking on each room. 


thought of ringing the police, but at 
the moment I was keen—very keen! 
—to avoid delays, 

If 1 had Talento pulled ın for ques- 
tioning, he'd have his mouthpiece on 
the job within minutes. What proof 
could | produce that the trigger-men 
worked for Talento? 

At the moment, at any rate—nonet 

И was just on one when I arrived 
at the office of Lionel K. Marcus, 
located ın the best professional area, 
As I opened the door, 1 nearly bumped 
into an attractive girl, mayhe about 
тіпсісеп . , , tbe office type, 


Fun With Crypto-Crax 


RACK the “code” and restore the punch ling (о an 
amusing quip. That part of the story given provides a 


elue as to the sense of 


the missing line, letters of which 


have heen substituted for by others. 


Here is the quip: 


Patient: “How come yoa put me In a ward with a crazy 


man?” 


Doctor: “Hospital's crowded— what makes you think 


he’s crazy?” 
Patient “SX 


RXXWT  VHHRBA CKPHDAE 


TKOBAC, ‘AH VBHAT, AH FBCXPT, AH XVXWSK- 
AFT,—KAE KVV FSX ЕВ2Х FSX PHHX'T GDVV HG 


CRYPTIC HINT 


EFSXZ^ 


E IS the letter expected to occur most frequently in any 
groap of common English words, followed hy T, A, 
9, М, 1, ete, in that order. In the abova crypt, however, 


E and O 


are used the same number nf times each-—mean- 


ing, of course, that their substituted letters appear a Ike 
number of times, As a cine well give you their sabstitutes 
—H and X, Which is which? 


Поу 510002 эц) sum aqy 


ип 1° 


¿UE 
пе pur—¿sjargd>ja on “лаб ov 


"пор ON, ‘upes рпподн Aurgoo] Sdasy ӘҢ, Mamsuy 


Perhaps a minute passed 1 beard 
the faint creak of a board, and could 
almost mentally see the bood creep- 
ing along the pessage to the room 
where I was hoding Now, the door 
was slowly opening. My eyes were 
used to the gloom. I waited, cat- 
like, ready to spring. I saw the shape 
of a hand with a gun in it, resisted 
for one long second the urge to 
snatch, The hand moved in slightly, 
and I caught it by the wrist, twisting 
with all my strength. 

The pistol shot across the room. 
The hood wrenched his hand free with 
à savage jerk 

"That ain't gonna help you, Nor- 
ton,” he gritted, 

His left shot out, I moved to avoid 
it, hut it was a feint, and he chopped 
a right hard on my upper jaw bone 
1 closed with bim, chopping my palm 
hard on his neck. He grunted. My 
knee came up, viciously, and I threw 
a left hook that caught his Adams 
apple. He fell backward, and 1 was 
at him, hitting hard, left and right, 
He sank to the floor, 

1 picked up the pistol, and found it 
was my own. | reloaded it, went 
downstairs. The other hood was 
groaning on the floor. I left. I 
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"You're wanting ... Mr Marcus, 
sir?” 


es 
m sorry. it's lunch-time. He's 
notin.. won't be back until about 
two." 

lt was obvious the girl was going 
out to lunch, too. 

“All right. But it’s important May 
1 wait?" 

She hesitated. 
into the room, 

"Of course, if you wish TI tell 
Mr. Marcus's personal assistant, Miss 
Giduad, you are here” 

She disappeared into another room, 
came out with somebody who could 
have stepped out of a fashion mag- 
azine. 

“You may go, Isobel,” she said to 
the girl I'd nearly bumped into, "I 
weel attend to the gentleman.” 

Isohel left. 

"You don't mind if I wait, Miss 
Giduad? It's very important” 

you sit down.” 

She was petite, neat, her black hair 
short, curly, and she had the brand 
of oomph that comes only from Paris 
I sat down. She busied herself at a 
desk My eyes strayed from my maga- 
zine, and 1 found her locking at me 


I walked forward 


“Monsieur Marcus, he might be 
some time ^ 

"Then, may I talk to you. How 
long is it since you left France?” 

"Me ,. only httle time. I work 
with the French occupation forces in 
Germany. I meet Monsieur Marcus 
there. He was doing, what you say. 
it ees the government work, ош? He 
sponsor me аз a migrant.” 

"You like it bere?” 

"But, of course , But now, Mon- 
situr Marcus tells me, the French 
migration quota ces filled, and I bave 
to go back to Paree. I not like that.” 

"You are fond of Mr. Marcus?" 

Sbe didn't seem to mind the ques 
tion. 


"Oui .. I think, in Germany, yes, 
but here ., I don't know,” 
"I see Miss...” 


"I am M’zelle Yvonne Giduad.” 

I took a stab in the dark, 

“Did you know a friend of Mr. 
Marcus - . . fairly tall...” 

1 struggled with my hands to indi- 
cate a silhouette the measuremcots, 
37-24-36, conjured up in my mind 

Sbe nodded seriously as though my 
sign-language was normal. 


"Oui. . - you mean, M'zelle Blake?" 
“No , the name was Miss Nina 
Spencer.” 
“Spencer | . | hear that пате 


somewhere. Monsieur Marcus he say, 
not to те , , . telepbone, I theenk. 
But zee girl I talk about, she cez 
dead + . . it eez sad, усгее” 

" understand Mr. Marcus was en- 
gaged to Miss Blake?" 

Maybe it was a leading question 
But maybe the French have a feeling 
for such subjects. She merely shrug- 
ged. 
“Ош, that is how it is They met 
after I meet Monsieur Marcus ш 
Europe, and it cez later I come to 
thees couotree " 

1 struggled with my French and 
murmured, “Avec le coeur, l'en ne 
sam jamais . . ." 

She flashed а smile “Ош, as you 
say, with the heart, one never knows 

and that's how it is" 


"But, what now, sinee Miss Blake 


"| theenk it eez the finish. 1 go 
back to France . . , it eez much better 
that way." 

1 nodded. There seemed to have 
been a hell of a mix-up Lionel Mar- 
cus and Yvonne Giduad had met m 
Europe, and he had sponsored her 
migration, but now, with one thing 
and another, they were washed up. 

1 wondered if the prospect of com- 
ing into a fortune had affected Mar- 
cus Then the door opened. A char- 
acter, horn-rimmed glasses, mouse of 
a moustacbe, sharp face, entered, 
Yvonne Giduad stbod up 

“Monsieur,” she said, "this ces 
Monsieur Norton, he ces got soome- 
thing importance to speak to you He 
asks about M'zelle Spencer, but 1 
theenk he mean Melle Blake . > 


He froze. His owl-like eyes stared 
at me through the thick glasses. 
"Who are you, Мг Norton?" 


н —  ——— rr ——ÀÀ—— үКҤ-ӨН 


1 stood up. produced a card He 
shifted the newspaper from his hand. 
per ıt under his arm-pit to take the 
сага 

“Roy Norton . private investi- 
gior! I sem You wish to talk to 
me—please come this way M'zelle 
Giduad, you may go to Junch, now!" 

"But, Monsieur Marcus, I tell you 
before, I eat the sandwiches, the fruit, 
dank the milk m the office " 

“Well, go shopping.” he snapped 
-Go anywhere Have the afternoon 
E- 


She shrugged "Our. +" I felt 
her eyes on me as 1 followed Marcus 
pest her, and into his office. I closed 
tke door behind me 

“Please sit down, Mr. Norton.” 


Isat down Doctor Marcus fidgeted 
at his desk, Then he walked across 
the room, opened the door, obviously 
checking that Yvonne Giduad had 
gone He returned to the desk, open- 
44 a drawer, produced a pack of cig- 
arettes, Ш one, handed me the pack. 
[lit up, sucking in smoke, and waited. 

He picked up the afternoon papers 
<The Clanon.” I had a sinking feel- 
mz. knowing the columnist, Wally 
Kent, He handed me the paper. And 
there ıt was. . the first item 

“Watch this column for develop- 
ments At the moment all we can say 
is that a certain shamus in town has 
been retained to check on a certain 
toherttance, and there's more than 
spending moncy at stake. Before the 
inquiry 15 finished, don't be surprised 
1! you hear many well-known names 
mentioned Enough, now!" 

My pal-—Wally Kent? The sneaking 
rat! 

1 threw the paper on the desk 
Marcus watched me closely 

"What do you want to know about 
Miss Spencer?" he said "Have you 
scen that paragraph?” 

“Гуе been told Nina Spencer might 
kave known you. There 15. а report 
she ıs missmg Your personal sccre- 
tary, M'zelle Giduad, knows nothing 
about her,” 

“| don't know what you're talking 
about when you talk about a Nina 
Speacer. But I was interested m Miss 
Blake In fact, . we were to be 
married Judging by that paragrapb, 
aud the fact that you are in my office, 
you are interested in me." 

“Should I be . ? The death of 
Miss Linda Blake seems to have been 
explained. She went boating with 
Luke Tahento A fishing boat was 
Sandy, when the cruiser sank, to гез. 
cue Luke—but not Linda You iden- 
fied the body, msunly through a 
wrıst-walch you had given to Miss 
Blake And, there was a slight scar 
оп her leg You remembered the 


жаг 

He licked his lips, quickly, and 
Jesned forward slightly 

“You're thinking something else 
happened murder?” 

“im not thinkmg anything. Fm 
tying to find out Linda Blake was 
типтш round town, gambling 
seavily. She probably owed a lot of 


money (o Talento. She made a will 
in your favour. Then she died You 
get her money 15 possible you 
could өріп with Luke Taliento,. !" 

Slowly he stubbed his cigarette. and 
reached into the drawer But he didn’t 
produce the cigarette pack. My throat 
went dry as 1 stared at the .32 in his 
hand The hand wasn't steady We 
both tensed at the slight nose He 
dropped his voice 

“Stand up, Norton Мо nome. 
Move Put your face agamst the wall. 
Hands above your head If you move, 
1 shoot” 

He raised the gun- . I snapped 
up, hands high, and moved towards 
the wall. He stepped across the room, 
flung open the door, and sud "You 
sneaking spy, Yvonne .. you came 
back to listen, you . >° 

She spat out a string of fast words 
in French. 1 couldn't follow them 

"Get in there!” Marcus said “So 
you think I murdered Linda, you fool? 
1 was out of town the day she went 
with Taliento ” 

He must have prodded her with the 
gun From the corner of my eye 1 
could see her facing the wall, hands 
high 1 wondered if Marcus mtended 
to shoot us. He was moving round 
behind me, but the way his nerves 


were I guessed this wasn't the time for | 


me to try tricks And then . 
something clunked hard on my skull 
1 tried to struggle, but the wave of 
pam and blackness spread . . . 

Through a mist—how long later 1 
wasn't sure, but | had a feelmg it 
wasn't very long—I could see faces 
lshook my head Slowly the room 
came mto focus Luke Talento was 
sitting on the edge of the desk. Near 
him, holding an automatic, was the 
torpedo Dd жеп at the Matador 
Yvonne was in the chair. Marcus 
was standing behind his desk. 

"So you've come round, Norton," 
Talento said "You think Linda 
Blake owed me money for gambhng 
debts She did so what? Pity 
she hadn't lived to thirty and received 
her inheritance She could've paid 
me But whats the use of talking? 
Take them away, Nicky I think 

. sure, out in the launch Chan 
them to steel railmgs That'll make 
them sink!” 

Nicky's dead-pan face didn't flicker 
He moved the automatic shghtly and 
muttered. "You ve been frisked, Nor- 
ton, and this rod has а silencer 1 
don't сагс where I bump you ой. 
We're going down m the back lift. 


Continoed on page 63 


“Do you suppose if we miss this bus they'd get up their 
nerve before the next one comes?" 
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The quiz this month is set for those who have told me 
that the questions have been too hard. Actually, the 
questions are emsy—it’s the answers that are sometimes 
hard? Followers of the sports mentioned here will find 
tkese questions a puskover, H there 15 mny sport here 
you do not follow, уоп should still get a pass if you 
read the papers. After all, these results all appeared In 
the newspapers of January/February this year. The 
possihie is 36, hut a score of only 17 is bad. You skonid 
get mt least 20. А score of 26 puts you im the good 
class, If you net 30, you mre very good. Go to It. 
The first question is the hardest, the rest easy. Cricket 
scores will test ydur memory, though. The answers 
are on page 69. 


1. ATHLETICS > 

in February this year a former athlete died in U.S.A. 
mt the nge of 75. He wes the first man fo run 100 
yards In 9.6 seconds. For one point, who was he? ЇГ 
you know, or can work out, the year he set 9.6, take 
another polnt. 
While with athletics, you may remember that the 
American miller, Wes Santee, set a mew indoor mile 
reenrd (which time ia a lot slower than Landy's out 
deor record). About a week nltermards Santee com. 
inst others In a mile race and was beaten Into 
Also his time of the previous week was 
Take a point for the name of the 

of the man who 


hesten. 
that race and m point for the name 
finished second. 


2. BOXING 
Australia’s newest star is Col Clarke, a Ughtwelght who 
is kemded for n couple of titles. On Fehrumy 7 he 
knocked out Ned Wikon lu the sixth round. 
was quite а lot of publicity ahout it at the time, so 
you shnuld know that, till then he lumi fought 19 
figkts mud scored . . . how many knockout wins? 
Take one potmt for a correct answer, 
A second question om boxing. If yon read your news- 
papers, whether or not yon are а hnxing fan, you will 
know the reason a mumber of fights listed for West 
Melbourue Stadium iu Junnery/Fehrusry were trans- 
ferred ta Sydney Stadium, Only nue point for that, 
as It is too easy. 


3. CRICKET 


point, the 6th the 7th 

three, the Sth one, the 9th and 10tk each two, the 110 
опе und the 12th two. o ОН 
If you know the mnswers to all questi Ready? (i) 
By what margin did id win 
Where was ibe fourth Test played? 
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tralis’s Girst inning's total? (4) What was Australia's 
second inning's total? (5) What was England's Srst 
haning's total? (6) Two English bowlers each took 
six wickets In the Test. Name them. (7) Of the two 
sides Іш the compiete Test, three howlers took at least 
three wickets at ша avermge of less than 20 per wicket. 
Name the three. (R) In tke complete Test, only one 
hatsman was run out. His ишпе? (9) Who top-scored 
for Australla and what was kis score? (10) Who top- 
scored for England and whut was his score? (11) Quite 
m uumher of hmsmen were out L.8.W. How mummy? 
А tip—there was nn L.B.W, in Australia’s first Innings. 
(12) Evans and Maddocks were the two wickefkeepers. 
Each made more than one eatch, How many catches 
did each make In the whole Test? 


4. CYCLING 


This one Is very easy for ші sportsmen, whether or not 
you are a cyling fan. Who won the N.S.W. State 1,000 
metres sprint title m February? If you don't know, 
make a guess; yon can't miss. 


5. GENERAL 
All Australians, sportsmen or not, should know about 
the Helms Award. Eack year emch continent names 
Its outstanding athiete, wko is given the mward. И dates 
back to 1896. Who was the Australian whn got the 
award for 19547 if yon know his name, yon should 
know his sport and that will net yon m second point, 


6. MOTOR CYCLING 


Australia was graced with the presence of a world cham: 
plon in February. He broke the lap record at Mt. 
Druitt, N.S.W. and won the Invitation Grand Prix 
over а course of 25 mites. For one point, who is ke? 
(Oh, Ма this easy!) For m honus, what speed did he 
average over the 2S-mile course? 


7. SWIMMING 
On February 2, a young Australlas hroke the Austra: 
Mun record over 800 meires freestyle hy 6.7 seconds 
In the State titles, Who is he? Take a second point IF 
you know whose record he broke. That is not difficult 


8. TENNIS 

The Australian tennis chnmpionshlps are held at the 
end of January each year. Mayhe yon ramember in 
whut city they were beld this уеш? H so, take a point. 
Tuke mother point if you know who won the men's 
singles. А third point (f you know whom he beat in 
the finm. A fourth point if you know the winner of 
the women's singles and a fifth point if you remember 
ske heat in the final. 


Ї 


IN THE SWAMP 
Con 


„ией from page 10 


Jules came first side on to me 
the rifle barrel thrust forward and 
swinging ın small arcs Behind tum 
came Pierre. Moving slowly in the 
deep mud, they drew Jevel with 
where 1 crouched. They stopped 
there Our backwater jomed the main 
ercek at an angle 

Pierre touched Juless arm and 
pointed to something in the mud. 
Jules began to turn, slowly pulling 
one leg out of knee-deep, clinging 
mud, and dropping his eyes to follow 
Pierres pointing band. 

Ү stood up and came to full draw 
ın one swift movement, my eyes fo- 
cussed on Jules’s belt buckle. 

The movement caught his eye. As 
his head hfted 1 loosed the arrow and 
over the flicker of tts passage I saw 
his body jerk, heard his yell of sur- 
prised alarm end on a high note of 
pain. He jerked around The тійе 
went off, and leaves drifted down 
around me. 1 dropped on to one knee, 
and notched another arrow, watching 
the opening 

A bullet cracked in the air over 
my head like a whiplash, another 
screamed away behmd me in a rico- 
chet I scrambled back to where 
Gwen crouched, floundering in the 
deep mud between the kootted man- 
grove roots, 1 pushed Gwen bebind 
an upthrust of curving wood, while 
somebody emptied the rifle magazıne 
at us 

1 didn't bear the bullet that hit me. 
I was hunched over in front of Gwen, 
then something exploded inside my 
head 1 remember a scream from 
Gwen as Y tried to stand up and 
blacked out х 

1 came to up to my neck in water 
Pain blacked me out agam. I woke 
up and I was retching water. I lay 
against a clump of roots Thinking 
was torture. I struggled to look 
around A. torrent of dirty grey 
flawed about me, the rain still pat- 
tered on the leaves, my hand came 
away from the throbbing lump over 
one enr, and м was streaked with 
blood 

1 remembered the baw, and floun- 
dered туше to find п. It was some 
distanee away; one arrow was all 1 
could find. The water kept rismg 
When I stood up, my surroundings 
had a strange habit of receding and 
coming back; my eyes didn’t want to 
focus properly Some time Inter 1 
found myself sittmg on the bank of 
the creek, watching the Larrikin try- 
ing to pull her anchor The creek was 
in high flood, with debris of all kinds 
coming down, the rain, too, was stili 
coming down. 

I picked a fairly big log that was 
caught up near the bank, placed the 
bow and arrow securely ın a fork. 
and pushed off down stream Nothing 
moved as the swift current carried 
me towards the straining anchor rope 
The dinghy swung astern, but I de» 
cided that ıt was too risky to attempt 
a landing back there. 


I didn't kid myselt. I was in pretty 
poor shape for a fight Pierre was 
stili fighting fit even 14 Jacques and 
Jules were injured. and I didn't know 
how badly they had been hit. 

I grabbed the anchor rope and eased 
the log m against the side of the 
launch. The current tried to snatch 
it away when I stood on it to try and 
clamber aboard. 1 made it, and I 
lay there on the deck, waiting for 
everything to stop spinning. An easy 
mark for Pierre if he stepped out 
carrying the 303 

Presently I moved aft, flexmg the 
bow and wondering how the wet 
string would act 1 noticed that the 
arrow I had was a blunt with an 
empty .303 shell case on the end of 
the shaft, the type usually used agamst 
birds, Well, ıt would have to do this 
time. 

A sudden gasp of pain and a torrent 
of French burst from the cabin below 
I stopped. 


“Pierre, you clumsy fool, be more 
zareful, that’s my sore leg,” 


“Bah, you're too soft, Jacques! A 
bit of an arrow wound and you squeal 
like a stuck pig.” 

"Stuck pig, eb? 
if you copped опе 
your time to pull it out 
let him live.” 

“He was practically dead as tt was, 
only the girl didn't know it. 50— 
why kill a dead man?" 

"Why kill him? Look at Jules; 
look at his face Look at me—and 
all through one man, And you let 
him live because of a woman, bah, I 
spit!” 

“Ah, but what a woman!” Pierre 
sounded very picased with himself 
“First, she nearly scratched my eyes 
out, so, 1 knocked ber down. Then 
she changed suddenly With the 
knife against his throat she pleaded 
with me, she would do anything, any- 
thing, so long as I let him live. So 
we made а bargain, One should 
always please a woman, Jacques What 
is wrong with that?” 2 

"You can laugh. You think that 
you've got her all to yourself, don't 
you, Pierre.” 

“I not only think, my friend, but 1 
know ıt По you think that you. 
with your crippled leg, or Jules, Tying 
there, can take her away from me? 
Just try!” 

The silence that followed this out- 
burst could have been cut with a knife. 
f stepped around the corner to the 
top of the steps that !ed into the main 
cabin, the bow at half draw. savoring 
the varying expressions of sheer sur- 
prise that would be mirrored on the 
three faces that swung towards me 

Gwen was huddled on a bunk m 
the far corner, her blonde hair no 
longer a halo One eye was half 
closed, and showed а big bruise 

Jacques. perched on a bunk, sup- 
ported hıs wounded leg on the centre 
table Pierre standing near him, a 
roll of bandage in his hand 
at full stretch on another bunk, was 
covered by a blanket. The rifle was 


You'd squeal too, 
Xt took you all 
Апа you 


Jules, - 


there, too, against the wall by Jules’ 
bunk 

For a few seconds the tableau held, 
then dissolved into a blur of move- 
ment Gwen straightened up in her 
corner. I saw Jacques, too, grab his 
wounded leg with both hands as if to 
lower it to the floor, but it was Pierre 
that focused my whole attention. 

Td half expected him to make a bid 
for the rifle, or plunge for the cover of 
the engme-room door, or maybe both 
Gwen satd afterwards that 1 looked 
like death himself standing there, one 
side of my face a mass of oozıng 
blood, my shirt streaked with blood 
and mud, eyes glazed $ was sway- 
ing hke a drunken man. 

Instead, his hand jerked up and sent 
the lump of cloth hurtling towards 
me Не followed in а wild plunge 
towards my legs 

I yelled, "Grab the rifle, Gwent” 
and loosed the arrow As Jules 
reached the foot of the steps the blunt 
arrow took him in the stomach, The 
soaked string had absorbed some of 
the usual foree of the blow, and 1 
wasn't in a fit condition to use ıt well, 
otherwise the arrow. blunt-headed as 
it was, would have punched a hole 
right tbrough him at that range 

He sagged against the steps, and I 
drove my foot into his throat, He 
went over sideways between the table 
and the bunks I went to jump down 
the steps The cabin started to spin, 
and I got there slowly. Gwen had 
the rıfle, and was making back towards 
me along the empty bunks on the side 
way from Jacques and Jules 

Gwen jomed me, breathing quickly, 
her blue eyes ahght with excitement. 
I took the rifie and handed her the 
bowstring “Tie his hands behind his 
back." I said, "And make it tight 
And you." I added looking at Jacques, 
"get up forrard into the engine- 
room.’ 

I stood there, frightened to move, 
and watched him hobble away Gwen 
was making a good job with Pierre 
and things were getting hazy 

“Hows that?” I heard Gwen ask, 
her voice coming from miles away. 

“Atta gr)" 1 said, and went to 
climb the steps 


My head рШокед on something soft 
when I opened my eyes Gwens lip 
Нег hair fel! around me hhe a cur- 
tam When she saw my eves open, 
her cheek dropped to mıne Her voice 
was a soft whisper with a catch i2 it. 
"Oh Steve—darling! | thought your 
eyes would never open 

The ache tn my hend had lessened, 
the pillow was soft, and Gwen was 
there close 1 took a hig breath 
“Hello, Angel where am P" у 

“Youre here on the Larrikm—" 
the blue eyes warmed suddenly Нег 
lips brushed mıne softly. "How are 
you Stevie" 

"Do that again, 
“and II tell you 


THE END 


Angel?” f зам, 
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GRUDGE ` 
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The kid had been beaten up in the boxing 
fent and robbed by the troupe manager, but 
the irate carnival-goers and the doctor 
stood by him to the end—and what an end! 


A woman screamed as the youngster reeled backwards tripped 
and sprawled on his back almost at our feet We recognised him 
at once It was the kid who bad fought Battling Bragg in Raven's 
boxing sideshow. “I Looked quickly at the faces which were rapidly 
forming themselves into a circle round the fallen Kid On the fer 
side was Bragg himself, a leer hovering over lus ugly battered face 

Ther bout of an hour ago had been very willing, and the kid 
had protested loudly when the decision had gone against hım. Bad 
feeling had sprung up between the two, but 1 didn't thmh they'd 
start anything outside among the crowd 

Bragg stood quite still, making na attempt to further the attack. 
But his big gnarled fists were clenched. at the ready Не sull wore 
ius performing dress—black shorts, a blue singlet with “Ruven's 
Troupe“ sewn on In red letters nnd a dirty once white dressing 
gown 

„Теп years ago the man would have been really dangerous, but 
he must have been on the wrong side of forty now and he was 
cracking up fast His puffy, beaten face tesufed that im 
hm prime he had been a fighter. not a bover The broken nose 
The mis-shapen саг A fighter, hashed about ull he had been 
pushed from the stadiums to travelling with a second-rate sideshow 
troupe, fighting the locals for a few bob The colour of his nose 
and the somewhat vacant look at the back of his eyes told another 
tale too Не was obviously fond of grog 

He moved his hand and wiped the sweat from a wrinkled fore 
hend His eyes were on the youngster Ready Waiting 
Evervone wax silent, wating to see what the hid would do Fach 
second brought new spectators, even some of the spruikers from the 
nearby stalls 

Тһе youngster sat up slowly. Blood from his cut lip trickled 
down his chin. He moved his head slowly from side to side 

“He doesnt even know he's hlecdimg. smd 4 woman at Ihe 
back of me 


Their bout had heen very willing and 
ihe kid had protested loudly when 
the decision had gone agains! him. 
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1 glanced round. Excitement show- 
ed ın her eyes, she was enjoying the 
sane Bruce, my brother, saw her, 
iae His contempt for her showed. 

1 tugged the sleeve of His cout 
"Come on,” 1 said, "lets give the kid 
л hand He looked a bit dazed 

"He looks as though he could do 
with а bit of help." Bruce agreed 

Ах we stepped out from the crowd, 
so did Bragg, an ugly look on his 
face. 


lop mc and you'll be sorry " 
Bragg looked me up and down, 
Ын made no move I was as big as 
he. and with no loose flesh Не 
stepped aside and culled to the kid, 


"Satisfied, punk? If you want any 
morc you know where to get ıl" 
The kid flushed. Then he spoke. 


“1 won't fight here like a drunken 


brawler, Bragg Ви PH sce you 
эрип ın the right place. Three 
clock. isn't i" 

“Yeah, М you don't get cold 
feet” 

The kid stiffened. Bruce gripped 
has arm 


"Steady. feller.” he said quietly 
Brage pushed his way sullenly 
through the erowd, and headed for 
Raven's big marquee The crowd 
hroke up, the spruikers shouted again, 
and the harsh music from a nearby 
merry-go-round filted the air. 

Bruce was dabbing at the cut lip 
with his handkerchief, but every 
lime he stopped the blood oozed 
agam The kid said nothing, stood 
still with his head back, waning for 
the blood to stop. 

What 1 saw 1 liked Quite young, 
his frame was big and powerful, The 
rolled-up sleeves on his shirt showed 
tanned, muscular arms, a single tattoo 
on each Tight fitting denim jeans 
suggested the power and strength of 
his legs. 

His blue eyes caught mine; the ten- 
sión in them eased, and he grinned 
He took the handkerchief in опе 
hand and held out the other to me 
The grip was hard, almost fierce 

"Thanks" Then, turning to Bruce, 
"and you too.” 

"Forget. it. 

"You know,” went on the kid, "you 
were taking a bit of a risk, getti 
tangled up with Bragg. He's nasty." 

“I can take care of myself," 1 told 
him. 

"Guess so 
you don't look 
much fighting” 

His eyes took in my new lighi- 
weight summer suit, pastel shirt and 
windsor-knotted silk tie 

“You'd he surprised,” Bruce said 
L glanced over quickly and he stopped 
speaking 

“Lip still bleeding?" 1 asked. 

He took the handkerehief away and 
immediately the blood came again. 

‘Come and 111 fix it up," I offered 

'm a doctor Doctor Barrett 
This 1s my brother, Bruce." 

The kid started, and a look of 
recognition came into his eyes; but he 
did not say anything other than to 
introduce himself as Steve Jamieson 


But . . wel .. 
ê the type who does 
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By the ume we reaehed my саг 
ihe lip had almost stopped bleeding 
anyway. so И wasn't difficult to dress 
n — Steve looked at himself in the 
Tear-viwon mirror 

Say," he sad admiralty, " 
a real nest job, Thanks, doc, 

"You're welcome,"t grinned, "hut 
keep out of Bragg's way. 11 wouldn't 
take much of a knock to spht it and 
make it really nasty” 

The look of obstinacy in Steve's 
eyes intensified 

“Listen, doc,” he answered. "Thanks 
for your interest But Bragg and I 
have a score to settle and I’ve got to 
get him while he's here m town.” 

"You've already had one try to- 
day.” observed Bruce. “And...” 

Steve flushed angrily, "You were 
both there this morning?” he ques- 
tioned. Bruce and 1 nodded 

"And who do you think won?” 

“Bragg was given the decision,” 1 
said 

"And who rerefereed?" he persisted 
id Bruce 

An expression of contempt flickered 
over Steve's face. 

"Yeah, Raven was the referce, 
thats why Bragg won We were 
fighting for twenty-five quid. — Re- 
member? Twenty-five quid is a lot 
of money to Raven.” 

I shrugged. "О.К Steve. Ws your 
tp. Remember, you're rejecting a 
doctor's advice.” 

He looked соску. “По 1 look wor- 
ried?” was his only reply. 

“l guess that first fight іп the ring 
was the cause of your little trouble 
with Bragg afterwards,” Bruce ob- 
served. 

“Uh-uh. He resented what 1 said 
about the fight being rigged and came 
around to pick me on ıt afterwards 
But 1 won't be in a brawl." 

"Raven will still be the referee,” 1 
said. 

"Maybe not.” he said with a sly 
smile. "Maybe not.” 

Bruce glanced at his watch 


"What is it?” I asked. 

“Quarter to three.” 

Steve said, "I don't want to muss 
out" He opened the door of the 
car and stepped on to the hot black 
surface of the parking lot. "Are you 
fellows coming, too, or do I say good- 
bye?" 

"Let's go," I sud. "I guess Vd 
better be on the spot to repair the 
spot” 

Steve elbowed his way through the 
crowd. He moved quickly and im- 
patiently, even though Raven's mar- 
quee was not more than two hundred 
yards away. He meant business, and 
people gave him plenty of room. We 
tagged behind. 

Evidently, news of the grudge fight 
had circulated pretty freely. People 
were nudging each other and pointing 
at us. Then they drifted in behind 
us and started moving m the same 
direction. Steve didn’t seem to notice, 
but Bruce did. 

By now we were almost at the big 
marquee. A fair-sized crowd was 
already waiting for Raven and his 


` 


hoys to appear on ther platform. Wee 
arrived just aç the flap of the margess 
wis drawn back Raven and sa af 
his boys came through, climbed >= 
stars to the platform, and гэ б 
themselves in a Іше. Bragg was = 
опе cnd Though he stood guile wam. 
his eyes scanned the crowd, босон 
for somcone When he saw Steve he 
turned to the side of the plarform 
and deliberately spat on the growed 
1 shot a glance at Steve. He — 

the gesture, and he was Iremblaz 
with anger. 

A half-caste stood beside a be 
bass drum, drumstick in hand Teo 
others held hand bells, At a nod from 
Raven, they began banging and nme 
mg The harsh sound fitted in wath 
the scene well enough. 

Raven signalled, and the nose 
stopped. Then he stepped to the 
front of the platform, microphone т 
hand. Even from where 1 was stand- 
ing, | saw enough to dislike hsm 
immediately 

A elorified hobo His trousers, 
probably once fawn, gave the impres- 
sion that he had just climbed from 
under a car. Untidily tucked into 
them was a gaudy green shirt, too 
small for him to button up at the 
neck, nevertheless a tie hung there. 
a yellow one. Blatant as the mas 
himself. 

He stood for a moment, fingering 
the dark stubble on his chin, waiting 
for a few on the outskirts of the 
crowd to come closer. Then he wiped 
his mouth with the back of his haod 
and started into his sales talk in a 
somewhat fogged voice that betrayed 
the presence of alcohol 

"Come on, folks, roll up, roll up” 
Up here to the greatest little boxing. 
troupe im the country. Raven's Box 
ing Boys—and not a finer proup of 
fighters to be found anywhere 1 re- 
peat that, ladies and zentlemen—any- 
where And now here for your enter- 
tainment,” 

He nodded and wa were given an 
otber dose of drum and bell. Bruce 
grimaced. "That's a hell of a noise," 
he muttered, "but 165 certainly no 
worse than Raven's bawling.” 

"You'll hear а lot more of both 
before you've finished," Steve added 

We did, too. One by one, Raven 
introduced bis troupe to the crowd, 
describing their prowess in extra: 
vagant terms Nobody took his 
claims seriously, for they had been to 
better sideshows many times, but 
something in Raven's style of speak- 
ing and moving held the interest, and 
the crowd gradually became larger 

Bragg was introduced last. He was 
obviously the best performer in the 
show, for the guarantee was that 
twenty-five pounds would be given to 
anyone succeeding in beating him over 
three rounds’ The crowd seemed 
more than usually interested ın 
Bragg They seemed to know who 
was going to challenge him. 

Then Raven started callıng for 
volunteers to try ther skill. Before 
long, three minor contests had been 
arranged. The half-caste with the 
drum was challenged by a young tim- 


SE SHORT SIREN 


CI TY BANK 


ber worker down the river, and both 


bellringers found themselves with 
opponents from among the local 
talent, The challenges had been 


quick, and Raven was pleased He 
gunned From behind the colourless 
lips stood two rows of dirty, uneven 
teeth 

"And now, ladies and gentlemen, 
there is room for one more contest 
оп our fine programme. 1 have three 
boys left here to choose from.” 

He indicated a skinny, almost frigtit- 
ened-looking youngster of about 
seventeen “Young Bluey Snowden? 
imported direct from Cloncurry, 
Queensland, for your approval, ladies 
and gentlemen Bluey will undertake 
to fight anyone within seven pounds 
of his own fighting weight of 8-7” 

Hz paused There were no chal- 
lengers. He continued 

‘Weil then, what about Eddie Mar- 
tn? Step forward, Eddie" Eddie, 
the other half-caste in the show, sur- 
veved the crowd arrogantly, arms 
folded, But араш no one moved 
Everyone was silent, walüng. Bragg 
was next 

Raven moved up to him and placed 
зп affectionate hand on his shoulder 

"Tî know what ıt ıs,” he said, seem- 
ingly to no one ın particular, "Every 
one wants to see the champ in action. 
Dont they, champ?” 

Brigg smirked at the word "champ" 
and stepped forward with one arm 
Tulsed above his head as though he 
had alreadv won any fight that might 
take place With his hand on the 
fighter’s shoulder, Raven turned. 

Yes, ladies and gentlemen” he 
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boasted, “Battling Bragg here is the 
champ of ths intle outfit, and Pve 
got twenty-five quid to say he can't be 
beaten over three rounds Ву any- 
one” 

He dived his hand mto his pocket 
and pulled out a rol! of crumpled 
notes. 

“Look! Sec? There it ıs twenty- 
five qud And it belongs to the 
fighter who has the guts and strength 
to go three rounds with the Battler 
and beat him in fair fight” 

"Far fight be damned!” a loud 
voice sounded from a bit to our right, 
Raven spun round towards it as 
though stung His eyes searched 
among the crowd for its owner 

“Who said that?’ he demanded 
angrily 

"1 did” А short, stocky fellow 
whom 1 remembered had sat near us 
during the previous session and had 
been almost as loud as Steve ın pro 
testing at the decision, now obviously 
had а few beers in him, and was m 
an argumentative moad 

"And who do you think you are?” 
sneered Raven 

The drunk looked to his mates for 
support, then зам, 

“I mean this morning you cheated 
a young feller out of twenty-five quid 
fightin’ this bruiser The youngster 
won, but you squihbed, and kept the 
dough Thats meht, isn't i?" he 
shouted to the crowd in general 

Raven started to say that hed been 
in the fight game al! his Ше and there 
wasnt a thing he didn’t know about 
boxing, but the crowd began to take 
up the cry, and drowned hım out 


When they quietened down sufü 
ciently for him to be heard, Raven 
yelled, "Listen, ladies and gentlemen, 
please” Then he started, as though 
a sudden idea had occurred to him, 

"Listen" he yelled agam "Is the 
young feller that fought the champ 
here im the crowd now?" 

"Yes" came from several voices 

"Well, then, let him step right up 
here now.” he invited. 

People started to clap as Steve 
pushed his way to the platform, and 
slowly mouhted the stairs 

Raven turned to Steve. 

"Now, young felles,” he said in a 
wheedling tone, "they say you were 
cheated of twenty-five quid this morn- 
mg You know more about boxing 
than the whole lot of them put to- 
gether I want you to tell them the 
deciston was quite fair, and that you 
are satisfied," 

Steve stared him straight in the eyes 
and said, "You must think I'm а hell 
of a mug, Raven.” 

“So you're cryin’. too, are you?" 
sneered Raven. thought you were 
made of better stuff, kid. The Бош% 
been fought, I tell you, and it’s top 
late to alter the decision. But TII tell 
you what—" 

He pulled out his notes agaın, and 
stowly counted out five singles, while 
the crowd watched him with mount- 
ing interest 

“It's not my policy to argue with 
my customers,” he said, "and I've got 
the reputation of my show to think 
about, so TH tell you what FH do. 
Md Fil give you five pounds and 
well сай it quits What aboat it, eh” 


‘The notes were extended mvitinely. 
Steve loked at them for a moment 
“You offered twenty-five pounds to 
the winner of your mam bout this 
morning. Well, that was me Give 
me the other twenty and РИ go” 

A round of applause broke out. 
Raven went red in the face 

"What's done 15 done, I tell you," 
he snarled “It’s too late now" 

"OK then, listen to me, sad 
Steve He gmbbed the mike away 
from Raven and turned and faced the 
onlookers. 

"Ladies and gentlemen! I challenge 
Bragg to a return bout here and now. 
Fm willing to pay twenty-five pounds 
if Pm beaten, but i£ Í win, Raven has 
to give me twenty-five extra, How 
does ıt sound?” 

A storm of cheering and whistling 
greeted. the challenge I didn't like 
the look in Raven's eyes Не was 
scared by the turn of events He 
stood to lose too much Нигпейу 
he snatched the mike back 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he ap- 
pealed "Please This young feller 
has you so much on bis side that | 
won't be game to give tbe decision 
agamst him unless the Battler actually 
kaocks him out.” 

"Well, can't he?” shouted 
drunk, and everyone laughed 

“Pye got the answer,” called out 
Steve Well get an independent 
referee ” 

Before Raven could mterrupt, Steve 
continued, "Rıght here among us we 
have the amateur middleweight champ 
of tbe state—Dr, Athol Barrett.” 

Steve called me over, a look of 
apology on his face 

“Dr. Barrett," he said, "Pm sorry 
io call on you like this but would 
you oblige us?” 

"Very well" 1 replied briefly, and 
turned to walk from the platform 
eager to get away from the unwel- 
come Jimehght Raven's look as 1 
passed him could have killed me. 

"Im sorry, Raven," 1 sexd, "but jt 
looks as though you have no choice 

And he hadn't If he'd tried to 
stop thıngs then or refused to the 


the 


challenge, the crowd would have 
wrecked his show They were ın 
ihe mood. 


"We start ın ten minutes," he snap- 
ped savagely 

1 went back to Bruce “How the 
hell did Steve know who 1 was?" 
T asked him. 

"Stop kidding yourself Your 
photo ıs always ın the papers” 

Raven came back on the йар of 
the marquee and signalled us over 

"Here we go," Bruce 

1 followed Raven down the aisle 
to the rmg between two solid masses 
of people It was doubtul whether 
amy more could have fitted ın to see 
the fight The showman's ince was 
very glum 

"Don't worry, Raven," I said, nod- 
ding to the number of onlookers, 
“Youll suli make a packet" 

"FH need to," he replied sullenly, 
“with you reding." 

1 ignored the insult Takıng off 
my coats and tie, 1 climbed through 


the ropes mte the rng. The con- 
tesiants were already m their corners, 
waiting tensely 

Raven had made the prehmmary 
announcements and introductions be- 
fore ї came ın 1 walked to the centre 
of the ring and signalled both fighters 
to me. 

“You know the rules as well as 1 
do, chaps,” 1 warned "Keep it clean, 
Dont hit low, and break cleanly from 
the clinches Any questions?" 

There were none, 

Steve extended his gloves, but 
Brage just turned and walked back 
to the corner, ignoring them An 
angry murmur came from the crowd, 
but Steve just shrugged. 

The bell sounded Bragg moved 
out slowly m a shuffle, his eyes nar- 
rowed to slits, mtently watching his 
opponent's moves. 

‘The youngster was more agile He 
danced out lightly and eireled round 
the older man, looking for au opening 
Suddenly it presented itself. His left 


arm shot out and jerked Brages hc. 
back sharply 

Brage dodged the follow up blow 
and retaliated with a savage hlow to 
the heart Steve winced and hacked 
away Bragg followed. hke a bear 
shuffling up to à horse 

Steve ducked under two murderous 
swings to the head, but took another 
hard one on the heart. In return 
he gave a hard right cross that made 
the pain well up in Braggs watery 
eyes. 

The round continued, with honours 
about even For every poit that 
опе of them gained, the other soon 
equalised But the interesting thing 
was the way Steve managed to keep 
his Bp out of the way of Bragg's 
swinging leather 

As the bell for the end of the 
Tound sounded, both fighters returned 
to their corners Being right inside 
the ring with them | could gam a 
better impression of their styles than 
the watchers 
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Bragg was past his prime, and 
looked like he'd be out of the show 
in а year or two, His reflexes were 
slowing and he was taking too much 
pumshment, As he sat slumped іп 
his corner with Raven working on 
him. Т felt sorry for the man. 

On Steve’s side were youth and 
enthusiasm, but he was still raw— 
very raw, Apart from the saving of 
his cut Hip. the rast of his defence 
had too many loopholes for safety. 

At the end of the second round, 
Steve's hp was still intact, but red 
glove marks motiled the rest of his 
body. Bragg showed sipns of wear, 
his right eye was almost closed and 


The crowd oo two sides of the 
ring seemed to know. A storm of 
shouting broke out im protest at a 
foul but ] could give no ruling. If 
it was n foul and an intentional 
one, Bragg had сегілітіу placed him- 
self in the right position to attempt 
n. 

1 signalled him over to a neutral 
corner, and started the count over 
Steve, His face was pale, but at three 
his eyelids flickered. The look on his 
face said he would be up to finish 
the fight, win or lose, lip or no lip 
At the count of eight he came to his 
feet, swaying a little. 

Bragg moved in swiftly with an 
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the rest of his face red. Both fighters 
were even on points as far as 1 was 
concerned, With his greater strength, 
1 think Steve could have been in the 
lead — maybe he could even have 
scored a knock out — if he had 
stood up to the professional and 
traded punches in a steady barrage, 
instead of protecting his Пір. 

The erowd was still solidly on the 
youngster's side, roarmg its approval 
every time he landed a blow A great 
many realised the handicap Steve was 
fighting under, and booed Bragg vig- 
orously every time he tried to open 
tbe youngster's lip. 

Jn the carly stages of the third 
round, in contrast to hts usual shuffle, 
Bragg started moving quickly round 
the ring, with a speed E had not 
though he could use. Steve, too, 
seemed surprised, and slackened his 
own pace to a more cautious ooe, 
eyeing the professional curiously. 

Bragg manoeuvred bimself between 
Steve and myself, and with his back 
to me, launched a sudden and furious 
attack. J moved quickly to watch for 
a possible foul, but Steve was already 
on the canvas. The blow that put 
him there was low, I knew, but how 
low 1 could not say. 
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aur of supreme confidence. In rapid 
succession he landed two more rips 
10 the body. Another right to the 
head put Steve back on the ropes, 
trying desperately 10 cover up. The 
crowd screamed as Bragg closed in 
for the kill. For a moment he stood 
back, then as the younger man's head 
drooped, he swung savagely at the 
injurad Пір, 

The blood spattered swiftly over 
Steve's face as the glove connected. 
He dropped on one knee. For a 
moment he stared in disbelief at the 
Моод which was tricklmg down ento 
his chest. Then he gave Bragg a look 
which I shall never forget, a look of 
savage contorted fury. 

Slowly he stood up and leaned for 
а moment against the ropes. Then, 
as Bragg moved in again, he took 
one step forward, ducked the hay- 
maker which was intended to end 
the fight, and put every ounce of 
energy and strength into a right upper- 
= which almost lifted Bragg ой his 
feet, 

Bragg erashed to the canvas. Thera 
was по need to count. He would not 
be awake for quite а while, 

Steve's hand was unsteady as I 
Taised it above his head. He didn't 


seem interested in bis victory. He 
was too busy trying to stop the flow 
of blood, 

The crowd roared their approval of 
the verdict. There were loud and vig- 
orous cheers for Steve as be pushed 
his way wearily towards the smaller 
tent which served as a dressing room. 
And there were jeers as Bragg's limp 
body was carned from the ring by 
Raven and one of his boys. The 
look on Raven's face was really some- 
thing Not only had he lost consider- 
able prestige, but fifty pounds as welt, 

But for all his losses I knew that 
he would still show a profit on the 
day, the crowd was so big. 

Bruce was at the ringside with my 
coat, I put it on, and we walked 
out into the open аш. It was fresh 
and invigoratmg after the packed mar- 
quee, 

“Had enough?” Bruce asked, 

1 nodded, қ 

“ГИ just drop into the dressing 
room and sce if Pm wented to do 
any patching up or reviviog.” 

1 left Bruce and walked over to 
the small tent. 1 would bave walked 
straight m, but on the flap was a 
sign which said, “NO ADMIT- 
TANCE.” 1 hesitated at the en- 
trance. Someone was mentioning my 
came. 

I pulled the flap shghtly to one 
side and peeped in. Bragg was lying 
on a stretcher, his head in his hands, 
Raven with him, wiping his face with 
a damp cloth. Steve was standing 
over them, watching. All had their 
backs to me. It was Steve who was 
talking 

“Thanks to Dov Barrett, it worked 
О.К. again, Raven. And I guess it'll 
still Бе good for a few more times 
yet" 


Raven looked up at him and grin- 
ned. Not a bad ргю for a man 
who was just supposed to have lost 
fifty pounds, 

“Yeah,” be «aid. “The Doc bein’ 
there made things look real genuine.” 

Steve ignored him and turned and 
nudged Bragg painfully in tbe ribs, 

"And listen, you,” he said viei- 
ously. “You wera told to lay off my 
lip. You open it again next time aod 
you're fired. Understand? That's 
why you got ranlly flattened just 
now.” 

Bragg started to mumble something 
by way of apology, but Id heard 
enough. 1 let the flap back carefully 
and welked slowly back to Bruce, 

"How's Steve?” he asked, 

“Steve’s О.К,” 1 said. “Steve's 
ок” 


THE END 


VENGEANCE OF 
THE SHARK GOD 


Continued from page 17 


1 glanced around. Just inside the 
entrance of the Sorcerer's Temple 1 
saw a large robher-crab crawling to- 
ward us on its hairy, jointed legs 
We watched as it crept with awkward 
movements closer and closer to the 
coral bowl Then. seemingly with 
Purpose in mind, it clawed its way up 
the side of the limestone receptacle 
and there it tectered on its mm. Then 
it slid slowly into the bottom Mau- 
keva slammed down hard the stone 
cover, trapping the crustacean. 

The old witch-doctor fixed me with 
his burning eyes and spoke 

“Crabs are the despised souls of 
thieves, scavengers and evil-doers, 
cursed by Haomako to crawl at the 
hottam of the sea and up on the 
land, feedmg upon the decomposed 
flesh of the dead " 

Halfway back to the store, 1 beard 
the first sounds of the sharkskin cere- 
monıal drums and the low, pulsating 
chanung of the Tureans who had gath- 
ered at the Sorcerer's Temple. 

The Ghoul still had his door bolted 
when | entered the store and, although 
1 pounded on it angrily, demanding 
that he talk with me, 1 got no re- 
sponse. Several times during the mght 
1 heard him laugh loudly, insanely. 

It was long after midnight when 
ıt happened! 1 had been restlessly 
pacing on the verandah. unable to 
sleep because of ihe intense despair 
that gripped me I knew that the 
natives would never permit The Ghoul 
to lave with the sacred bones of a 
Turean chief. nor would he give up 
his treasure without a fatal physical 
encounter 

As E paced restlessty backwards and 
forwards the brisk tradewinds brought 
me the sounds of the sepulchral chant- 
ing of the natives in the village and, 
slightly lower in tene, the ominous 
throbbing of their sharkskin cere- 
тоша! drums И was at the height 
of their heathen hub-hub that I heard 
‘The Ghoul's door thrown open. 

Startled, t whirled around and drew 
ту pistol A dark shape hurtled past 
me! It was The Ghoul, crouched 
tow, running on all fours! But it 
was not the lope of a quadruped ani- 
mal He was scrambling sluggishly 
sideways across the floor—tike a huge 
crab! His head was twisted hard 
over his shoulder and the terrible ex- 
pression on the man's face stopped me 
dead in my tracks. It was distorted 
with excruciating agooy Foam was 
bubbling from his thick scarred lps 
and he was uttering horrible choked 
eres. His body jerked violently, as 
if strung on wires and pulled by a 
giant's hand, When his blazing eyes 
rested upon me he recoiled. Then. 
with one wild leap he sprang off the 
verandah and began crawling swiftly 
down the beach 

1 seized a flash-light from the ver- 
andah table and rushed down the steps 
afier him 
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"Stop you foo! You hear 
Stop" Му frantic cries jarred 
wıerdly in my ears 


He moved so quickly that [ lost 
him m the coconut grove. But far- 
ther down the coral strand I saw him. 
in the bright moonlight, leaping gro- 
tesquely toward the southern end of 
the atoll. I ran after him yelling 
hoarsely: "Come back! Come Баск” 
1 had almost overtaken him when he 
whirled about suddenly and headed 
across the low isthmus that connected 
the two islets of Тигез. Here he was 
concealed by a thick growth of рап. 
danus pine. 1 could follow him now 
only by his fearful outcries, 


‘When I emerged on the opposite 
side of the atoll 1 saw him far ahead 
where the sea broke over the low 
fringing reefs He had stopped, his 
twisted bedy arched high and his head 
lifted m a listening, watchful attitude 
I moved quietly behind the trunks of 
the coconut palms until I was close 
to him and then 1 stepped out from 
my concealment ta comer him. Then 
1 saw what had made bim stop! 
Dragged up across the coral strand 
was the disembowelled carcass of 
а tiger-shark, its belly ripped wide 
open by a pearl divers knife, 
Green crabs were clustered thickly 
about ıt The Ghoul was stealth- 
Шу approaching the dead shark; as 1 
watched, he suddenly made a wild 
rush and fell screaming among the 
crabs, crushing them im his hands 

I yelled at him. He heard me and 
his head snapped back as if impelled 
by a spring. His legs and arms stiff- 
ened and with -a short convulsive 
dance he sprang into the ап. He 
vaulted the dead shark and scuttled 
off again on hairy, stilted legs. Не 
slithered sn his mad run mto tbe 
shallow pools of water on the strand, 
crawling frenziedly across the coral- 
funged ledges, deeply lacerating his 
body and limbs — 1 kept shouting at 
him to stop. 

He dashed into the coconut grove 
арип and 1 heard the dull impact 
of his body crashing against the boles 
of the palms, 1 followed his path 
now by large clots of blood, 

When t ran out on to the beach 
1 did not at first pick him out. The 
rays of the moon were casting so 
many fantastic shapes in the hollows 
and crevices of the coral strand that 
1 had to wait until 1 saw somethmg 
move 1 became conscious of the 
fact, as 1 waited here, breathing 
heavily, that the sounds of the drums 
and the chanting had ceased Then I 
heard a scuffing sound and a splash 
close by. A dark figure grew out of 
the ledge in front of me. 1 saw The 
Ghoul clearly on the reef. The тооп. 
Ш sky and the landscape seemed irra- 
diated now with a mystic incandes- 
сепсе, and in the eerie glow 1 saw him 
scrambling across the lagoon in the 
direction of the great barrier-reef of 
Turea, making his way by the con- 
necting coral growths» 

Suddenly ! saw something else 
which made me cry out again to the 
deranged тап. It was the high, white 


fin of the Carcharodon-killer follow. 
ing in the deep water alongside The 
Ghoul’ 

Ewatched with helpless dread until 
the crazed man reached the great reef 
of Turea where on its mner mole he 
threw himself prostrate. He huddled 
there an abnormally long time. 1 was 
momentarily certam that he had col- 
lapsed from loss of blood, but just as 
Ë was about to tum and run to the 
village for assistance, he moved and 
bis head lifted wearily. It was just at 
this precise second that disaster swept 
m on him. 


А mighty wave was charging in 
from far out, its crest plumed with 
white foam, rising higher and higher 
against the moon’s brilhance, The 
Ghous inhuman shriek of despair 
reached me across the wide lagoon, 
as he sprang back frantically to avoid 
it But be moved too slowly and with 
a deafening explosion wbich sbook 
the adjommg reefs to them founda- 
tons the gigantic wave broke across 
the wide rampart, burying deeply in 
frothy turbulence the reef where The 
Ghoul had been stretched out only a 
second or two before. A mountainous 
wave cut of a quiet, summer night 
жа! 

When the backwash of the shat- 
tered comber had drained off the hıgh 
reef in a welter of foam, I saw that 
М was empty. Farther out in the 
ocean in the eddyıng vortex 1 sighted 
the head and flayıng arms of The 
Ghoul. His terrified screams filled the 
night. Then I saw the quick flasb of 
a white shark-fin close to bim! A 
second later The Ghoul was jerked 
below the surface. 

Sbortly after daybreak the witch- 
doctor and the chief came to the 
store and took back the skeleton to 
the crypt in the reef. Just before 
noon, pearl divers found the mangled 
body of The Ghoul snagged on a reef- 
ledge off Turea Ranatufa brought me 
a few of the man's possessions that 
had been found .. ms pockets. 

] was dropping a few coins, keys 
and miscellancous, papers of The 
Оһош inte a large envelope when an 
object caught my eye It was a gold 
ring—a man's rmg—and one | had 
seen before! J read the 1mitials etched 
in the mner band: PEV, Pierre Etienne 
Villiers! 

Now i had conclusive statements 
to make in my official report concern- 
ing the death of Taro Mafatu, whom 
the natives of Turea had named so 
fittingly “The Ghoul” ' 

Had Maukeva, the witch-doctor of 
Turea, transformed The Ghoul into a 
human crab, symbolieal of a despised 
desccrator of the dead? Of course, 
you could say that he was caught in 
the grip of delirium tremens, or that 
he was suffering trom some form of 
brain fever brought on by the poison- 
ous coral cuts But I have hved long 
enough in the Sort Seas not to take 
too lightly ihe “strange powers of 
Native priests 


THE END 


Outdoor look... 


A Dead Man 
wed His Life 


JAMES HOLLEDGE e FACT 


When the travelling salesman was fald he must share a raam with a dead 
man he thaught it was a jake—until he faund the carpse had been his rival. 


Eddie Capps, at last report, was a spry old 
man of Detroit, retired now for some years. As 
though it were only yesterday, he сап remem- 
ber the events of a stormy night more than half 
a century ago when a dead man saved his Ес 

Eddie was then а young tobacco salesman 
his route wound through the wild, mountainous 
backblocks of Kentucky where moonshmers 
feuded. One May afternoon he drove his buggy 
into the small town of Middlesbore, where he 
planned to spend the night. A chat with the 
booking clerk of his hotel changed his mind, be- 
cause the clerk told Capps his friendly rıval 
and competitor, Gus Lobe, had passed through 
the town the previous day With Lobe travel- 
ling just ahead of him like that, there would 
be little business left for Capps, and he had to 
catch Lobe up, The clerk said his rival was 
heading for the town of Barbourville. 

Capps thought he might even get ahead of 
Lobe if he took a short cut through the moun- 
tans, and inquired about the route, but the 
locals said it was httle more than a track or 
cowpath through “pretty dangerous country” 
infested with hillbilles who would “sht a 
throat for a pint of, good corn likke 

But Capps was a hvewire salesman who 
could not let his competitor steal a march on 
him. He set out immediately, even though a 
storm was threatening ignoring the good ad- 
vice. 


His buggy could not negotiate the track, so 
it was left behind in the livery stable at 
Middlesboro He saddled his mare, Sally, and 
joaded hrs capacious saddle-bags 

They jogged away out of town and Capps 
turned Sally's head into the hilts when they 
came to the short cut He was entering a re- 
gion that was practically beyond the law. rely- 
ing on a 44 Smith and Wesson to protect 
himseif He did not feel quite so confident a 
Inte later, when darkness descended and he 
could see only a few feet ahead. 

The storm broke Rain lashed down on 
the solitary horseman, Thunder and lightning 
terrified the mare A tree crashed down in the 


path Man and beast skirted ıt and pushed on 

When they missed the track and were 
plamly lost, Capps grew scared. It was midnight 
and he had not seen sign of life for hours At 
first he noticed occasional rude cabins off the 
track, but there were no more of these. 


The mare’s head was droopmg, but she 
picked her way safely forward Capps. hope- 
Jessly lost, dropped the reins to let her choose 
her own route, hoping her instinct would lead 
them out 

Suddenly Sally seemed to find something 
She jerked up her head and broke into a trot 
Peering through the murk, Capps distinguished 
a dilapidated old sbed The mare went straight 
throug the open door into what was apparently 
a stable Through the darkness came the soft 
neigh of another borse, 

Caps sighed with relief. The horse meant 
there must be people nearby—peopie who could 
provide food, and even shelter. He was about 
to dismount when a dog came bounding 
through the door Tis snarling changed his mind 
He stayed іп the saddle and waited for its 
master, 

Presently a light flickered out in the dark- 
ness and rain and a man came into the shed 
When he еб a lantern, Capps saw one of 
the most evil and villaimous-lookimg faces he 
had ever met. 

The newcomer looked ın his 60s, but, as 
strong as a gorilta Great shoulders were hunch- 
ed; his arms looked hke huge pendulums; he 
wore a shaggy beard a foot long, and carrıed 
the light m one hand, In the other was a 
menacing shotgun. 

He put down the lantern and pointed the 
gun at Eddie Capps 

“Who are you? What do you want? he 
growled. 

The young salesman quickly explained 
how Sally had found the open stable door, and 
asked for shelter for the night For a few 
moments the other did not speak His shrewd 
eyes semed to be weighing Capps. Finally he 
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Cm, 


“Do von mind if 1 keep moving around? I'm supposed to be taking the dog 


lowered his gun, and motioned the 
salesman to dismount Capps did so 
He unsaddled his mare and gave her 
the feed and water the man offered 
He followed him through the storm 
to a nearby rough log cabin 

An old woman who looked аз cun- 
ming and wicked as the man awaited 
them. Capps did not like the look of 
either of his hosts, and decided they 
must be moonshiners, and their dis- 
tust of him came from their fear of 
spying revenue officers To him they 
were safety 

He explained he was just а tobacco 
salesman who had lost his way, and 
only wanted something warm to drink, 
a bite to eat, and perhaps the chance 
te dry out his clothes 

‘The couple eyed cach other before 
they apparently came to a decision. 
Their attitude became almost friendly 
The woman invited “Pa” to take 
Capp's coat to the fire while she pre- 
pared some “vittles* and coffee Be- 
fore long Capps had caten, and was 
warm and satisfied, 

The storm showed no signs of abat- 
mg The cabin seeemed to rock in the 
whiting wind, Ram pelted down on 
the roof with staccato force. Capps 
rose and foolıshly produced Ins wal- 
lett He wanted to stay the might, and 
his desire to impress the couple with 
his ability to pay overcame his cau- 
tion He removed two dollar bills and 
held them out 

"Look," he said, “ГИ pay you this 
for 4 bed for the aight 

He thought their greed would make 
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for a walk!” 


them jump at the offer——but the old 
woman was plamly averse to hts stay» 


she screeched. “Pa, you know 
we can't let him stay.” 

"Shuddup," said her husband with- 
out ratsmg his votce “Of course the 
young feller can sleep here if he wants 
to There's the other bed im the attic 
he Кіп have,” 

There was no more discussion. The 
man rose and handed Capps a piece of 
candle. The money apparently spoke 
better than words 

"You go up the ladder,” he said, 
рошипв to it "Push the trapdoor.” 

Capps mounted the ladder and 
climbed mto the little room built m 
the roof The barly host followed 
him Не stood on one of the rungs, 
looking inside and propping open the 
trapdoor with his head 

There were only two small beds and 
a chest of drawers in the attic, Capps 
held up the candle and looked around 
The nearest bed was empty, with a 
dirty blanket flung across it The other 
bed, however, seemed to be occupied 
A figure could be seen outlined under 
scanty covers. 

"You've got someone else up here, 
1 see,” he remarked 

“Yes,” replied ihe giant on the lad- 
der. almost gloatingly “А dead man.” 

The man esplamed that it was 
someone who had called at the cabin 
the previous might in search of shel- 
ier "We took him in just tke you,” 
һе drawled "Guess the poor feller 


must have died іп fits sleep. Fd bave 
hauled hım into town to-day only the 
storm blew up” 

Capps had lost his vorce. His host 
inquired if he was scared, He pointed 
out the salesman did not have to stay 
if he did not want to. He could go 
out m the storm and get lost agam at 
he preferred it 

Н was the embarrassment of ap- 
pearing a coward more than anything 
else that prompted Eddie Capps to 
give a nervous laugh, stt down on the 
vacant bed and say that he was happy 
to stay 

"Im so tired I could steep in a 
morgue,” he said as he tried to brazen 
out his fear. 

The man shrugged and started to 
descend the ladder Just before his 
head disappeared and the trapdoor 
fei] shut, Capps heard him mutter, 
“Amt dead men that can hurt you, 
son It's the live ones you've got to 
watch " 

Capps heard the bolt of the trap- 
door bemg thrust home It was too 
late then to change his mind He was 
locked ın with the corpse 

Capps walked over to the other bed 
to inspect his companion for the mght 
He was not curious to look at the 
corpse but he had decided the whole 
story was a grim joke by his host. 

He soon proved it was deadly real 
when, with candle held aloft in one 
hand, he pulled back the covering on 
the opposite bed with the other 

Underneath there was certamly а 
dead man. He lay ma bed that was 


saturated with gore. The skull had 
been hcaten in, apparently as the man 
slept. For all the masked features of 
the face, Capps was ahle to recognise 
it, The murdered man was his rival 
salesman, Gus Lobe. 

Sick with terror now, Eddie Capps 
dropped the covering. He staggéred 
over and fell down on the other bed. 

His mind still worked. What had 
happened was crystal clear. Gus Lobe 
had also taken the short cut, and had 
celled at the cahin the previous even- 
ing to escape the storm. That was his 
horse keeping Sally company out in 
the stable. Then, for his few belong- 
ings and the stock and samples he car- 
тей, be had been brutally murdered 
in his bed by the strange host. 

The same fate was undoubtedly 
planned for Capps. He tried to think 
what he could do to prevent it. He 
felt for his gun; it was his only hope. 

He must lic down and pretend "to 
sleep. Eventually that would draw the 
killer to the attic. Не would never 
oome while be thought the victim was 
still awake. 

The pistol gave Capps a slight 
chance of turning the tahles if be 
caught the man by surprise. In a 
straight-out gun duel, however, he 
was at a disadvantage against the 
other's shotgun. Nessily he dropped 
his boots on the fioor. Then, although 
the thought of being alone in the dark 
with tbe object in the other bed al- 
most petrified him, be hlew out the 
candle. When his eyes became accus- 
tomed to the gloom, he saw a rim of 
light round the trapdoor in the floor. 
He tiptoed over and cautiously low- 
ered his body so that he could peer 
Ecco the crack into the room be- 
low, 

The man and woman were busily 
going through his saddiebags, as 
though Eddie Capps was already dead 
and the prize was theirs. They 
glosted over each article, arguing and 
fighting as to who should have it. 

A third person appeared below, 
a huge, halfwit negro who had ap- 
parently been asleep or in inding in 
some outhouse. The negro's mouth 
sagged open in a ailly grin, his eyes 
were set in a vacant, uncomprehend- 
ing stare. In his band was a massive 
wooden cluh. 


Capps's terror returned and over- 
whelmed him, so he could hardly lift 
himseif up and stagger over to’ the 
empty bed, 


He lay down trying to wring some 
possihle solution out of a brain be- 
numbed with fright. Then to bim out 
of the darkness there scemed to come 
a whisper. The words came from the 
other cot and they said: "Change 


places with me . . . change places 
with me.” 
Later, when the events of the 


ghastly night were behind him except 
for the terrifying dreams that haunted 
him for years, Eddie Capps was pre- 
pared tc admit that it was probahly 
his own subconscious mind telling him 
what 10 do. But he still liked to think 
x might really have been the dead 


Gus Lobe, suggesting his one hope to 
escape. 

Capps crept across the attic, He lift- 
ed the body and carried it back to the 
bed he was expected to occupy. He 
pulled up the blanket to oover it up 
to the neck. He arranged one arm over 
the dead man’s face as though he were 
sleeping. 

Then he had to slide himself under 
the hlood stiffened bed clothes that 
had previously covered Gus Lobe. He 
made a hole in a sheet, so that he 
could peer out and watch the other 
bed. His gun gave him additional 
courage, clencbed ready in his right 
hand, 

He could no longer see the light 
round the trapdoor, Apparently it had 
been extinguished helow, and the 
murderers were ready for their work. 

A noise seemed to oome from the 
floor m the middle of the room. Capps 
sat up. He aimed his gun at it. Then 
It ceased and he lay back under the 
Cover. 

It came again. He strained his eyes 
to pierce the darkness. He saw another 
trapdoor inching upward, 

Capps concentrated on keeping 
himself from gasping ont with terror. 
His hand gripped the gun till it hurt. 

The trapdoor was completely хай» 
ed. In the opening he saw first the 
Negro's head. Then as he came up 
into the attic, the old man appeared 
behind bim, He carried a shotgun 
and also climbed up to stand beside 
the Negro, who still lovingly clutched 
his club. 

Both stood stock still for several 
minutes, trying to make sure their 
victim slumbered safely. 

The word of command came from 
the white man, "Go get him, Charlie,” 
be said, “Make it sure.” 


The Negro stepped lightly towards 
the bed on which Capps was sup 
posedly sleeping. The club was raised 
high ahove his hend ready to strike. 

From his hiding place Capps watch- 
ed. He wanted to shoot the Negro. 
He knew he could not mus, But he 
was so petrified with tha terror of the 
situation he could not move. He could 
not raise the pistol even to aim it, 


The Negro stood poised for a 
second above the figure in the bed. 
Then the cluh came whistling down. 
Capps shuddered. But Charlie was not 
yet finished, Again and again the club 
rose and flashed down sickeningly as 
it would have on Capps himself had 
he not heeded the eerie “voice” of 
Gus Lobe. 

A laugh of satisfaction came from 
the old man. “That's enough, Charlie,” 
he ordered. “Get bis wallet now." 


Capps stiffened. Now he had to act. 
Through the gloom he could sce the 
Negro was frightened. He hesitated 
to touch the body of the man he had 
killed. 

But it was ooly a momentary delay. 
In an instant, if the Negro did not 
obey, the old man himself would go, 
searching for the wallet. Then the 
trick the salesman had played would 
be discovered. 

Through the cahin there reverberat- 
ed a sudden banging and shouting. it 
came from the front door below. 
There were men down there, knocking 
and demanding admittanca. 

. Capps did not know who they were 
or what they wanted—but they pro- 
vided a diversion that averted disaster 
for a time at least. At tbe sound, the 
old man whispered for Charhe to fol- 
low him. Both left the attic and des 
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Roy Chanslor 


Horseshoe 
in my hand 


Spode would gomble on onything—a horse, the turn of b card 
—-or whether or not he would wolk up thirteen steps fo the noose. 


ТІНЕ girl with the rust-colored hair and the 
man who had no hair at all hurried into 
the West Street police station just as they were 
bringing O'Farrell m from the detective room. 
She ran to him and took his handcuffed hands 
in both of hers. 

"Ив all right, Spade,” she 
arranged bond " 

Detective Johnny Frederick shook his head. 

"Too bad, Ruddy, but this isn't bailable , . . 
Тһе charge is murder,” 

The bald bondsman said, "See you some 
more," and walked out. 

Ruddy kissed the handcuffed man 

“Vil get Jerry Crayne,” she said “Don't 
worry, honey. They'll never make this stick” 

Spade O'Farrell grinnes 

"Don't you worry, baby," he said 

He lifted his manacled hands, half clenched 
the fingers of his right hand, rubbed them into 
hershar, 

“Just for luck, Rabhit’s-foot,” he whispered 
"Just for luck!" 

Prosecutor Thomas Carey paused m his 
address to the jury. He ran his hand through 
hıs thick grey mane, turned and faced the 
smiling defendant, legs wide араг, Jaw set. 

His voice was a murmur as he said: "And 
then, gentlemen, this gambler staked his life. 
He struck, depending on hus luck, confident 
that no jury would convict a man for defend- 
ıng his so-called honour. The honour of a 
professional gambler!” 

The prosecutor laughed sardonically. His 
voice rose, he wheeled from O'Farrell to face 
the jury 


said “I've 


“It was а cool play, gentlemen, a cold-blooded 
ший! A man's broken body lay in the street 
A gambler, yes, a hoodlum, an ex-convict, but 
a buman being! That man was murdered! It 
will be shown that this was no sudden ‘affair of 
honour,’ but the culmination of a careful plan” 

His voice fell agan. It was confidential, 
persuasive, reasonable 

"It will be proved that Spade O'Farrell had 
twice before threatened Lanny Lancaster with 
death; it will show that the defendant goaded 
his victim into an accusation of cheating — 
to give him an excuse to Kill him. Yes, the 
prosecution will show motive, prove premadi- 
tation " 

He paused, fixed O'Farrell with a stern, 
accusing look, then swung toward the jury, his 
voice а whip. “The prosecution is calling this 
gambler’s bluff! The prosecution charges James 
Francis O'Farrell with murder im the first 
degree!” 

Spade’s mocking eyes rested for a moment 
upon the prosecutor as if applauding this virtu- 
озо performance. Then he heard Jerry 
Crayne's confident low voice. "Тыз 1s gomg 
to be а waltz, Spade Маги I ring in your 
war record, winfll K quote that citation for 
what you’ did m New Guinea, wait'll I~" 


The two men were strolling nn- 
hurriediy across the station sehen 
the rusty-hoired gl appeared. 


“If all you're going to do is sleep, vou might as well have 
stayed home!” 


Spade shook his head slowly 
“We'll skip the hearts and flowers, 
Jerry.” 

Jerry Crayne urged implormgly: 
"But Spade! ГЇЇ have the prosecutor 
himself crying--nobody's gonna con- 
ук! a guy entitled to wear the DSC. 
—the—" 

Spade shook hıs head again, defin- 
nely. "PH pay these,” he said 

He turned to look across at Ruddy, 
seated just outside the rail; he smiled, 
and raised his hand in characteristic 
gesture, She forced an answering 
smile and repeated the gesture, rub- 
bing her fingers into her rusty hair. 

The prosecution's parade of wit- 
nesses came to an end The prose- 
cutor looking at the jury, announced. 
"That, gentlemen, 15 our hand. The 
prosecution rests“ 


J ERRY CRAYNE called the defend- 

ant to the stand Spade looked at 
Ruddy, smiled. rose The limp as he 
Tossed the stand was hardly notice- 
able In that room only Ruddy and 
Jerry Crayne knew about the steel 
brace on the lefi knee—a souvenir of 
New Guinea 

Spade was sworn, sat down Jerry 
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Crayne asked him to tell the cırcum- 
stances which led to the altercation 
with Lanny Lancaster. 

“Well,” Spade said, "we were play- 
ing table stakes, dealer's choice. 1 
was dealer, so 1 called for draw that 
round Lanny was under the gun. 
He checked, and Clyde O'Banyon bet 
two blue chips Everybody stayed. 1 
boosted it a hundred, and Lanny made 
п five more I just called, Lanny 
said he guessed his hand was good 
enough as it was. So 1 drew three 
cards to a par of bullets E didn't 
help. Lanny tapped me for my stack 
—about eight hundred. 1 called My 
aces were good He didn't have a 
thing. It made him sore He said 
Га run in a pack of readers.” 

Spade paused. He explained, apol- 
ogetically, to the jury " "Readers are 
cards that are marked so the dealer 
tan feel the high cards as he deals’ ern 
out 1 don't have to use readers. Im 
just naturally lucky So I hu him 
on the chin for that crack. He was 
a httle off balance, and fell back 
toward the open window. Не reached 
for his pocket They say he didn't 
have a gun, but thats the way I had 
to play ıt then So 1 Int him again, 
and he toppled out of the window. 


1 felt pretty sick about it 1 never 
did like the guy, but f didn't mean 
to kill him Maybe I had told hum a 
couple of times Ud break his neck 
But that was just talk, of course. 1 
did break his neck, all right. But it 
was an accident. If s happened all 
over again, Í guess Pd tag him just the 
same Nobody can call Spade O'Far- 
rell a cheat” 

The judge took hus seat on the 
bench. The jury began to file m The 
foreman was smiling 

Jerry Crayne whispered jubilantly- 
"We're going to beat this case, Spade, 
without even mentioning the citation!” 

O'Farrell, his eyes on the jury, 
shrugged and sbook his head. 

"Eight to five you're wrong,” he 
murmured, without moving his lips 

“Hundreds?” Spade grinned. 

“It's a bet" the lawyer whispered. 

The Бай, glaring at the counsel 
table, rapped sharply for silence, 
Spade turned and looked at Ruddy. 
She rubbed her fingers in her bar. 
Her lips said: "Just for luck” 

O'Farrell hardly heard the mumbo- 
jumbo of the court. His eyes were 
on the other eleven men, not the 
smiling foreman, wbo rose, He began 
to speak, cheerfully. 

“We, the jury, find the defendant, 
James Francis O'Farrell, guilty—" 

There was a stir m the courtroom, 
a loud collective sigh. The foreman 
paused, The bailiff rapped for order. 

“Tough luck, kid! Crayne mut. 
tered. 

"What do you mean, tough?" de. 
manded Spade O'Farrell, with a little 
chuckle. "You owe me five hundred!” 


HE bailiff rapped agam. There 
was dead silence The foreman 
cleared hus throat. He repeated: 

"We, the jury, find the defendant, 
James Francis O'Farrell, guilty of the 
crime of—" 

He paused like an actor about to 
give the “punch line” Spade kept 
his eyes off Ruddy. He didn't want 
to see her face, Under his breath he 
said 

"It's dead evens I beat the noose " 

But Crayne was no longer in a 
wagering mood, He was staring at 
the jury foreman. He muttered. 
“That guy's a ham at heart—yjust like 
me Come on, Mister, give it." 

The foreman said: "Manslaughter!" 

He looked as if he'd like to take a 
tow Spade laughed. 

“What'd 1 tell you, 
cred. "Fm still lucky" 

From the Evening Star: 

James Francis (Spade) O'Far- 
rell, who'll bet you that black is 
white and that two and two make 
seven—if he gets the right kind 
of odds-—won five hundred 
pounds m General Sessions Court 
today, but he lost hıs freedom 
when a jury before Judge Harry 

T. Mahaffey found him ‘guilty of 

manslaughter in connection with 

the slaying of Lanny Lancaster, 
another gentleman of chance, an 

a hotel last month 

The gambler won from his 


Jerry?" he 


lawyer, Jerry Crayne, who laid 
hm five 10 eight he'd Бе acquit- 
ted, and ıf you ask Spade O'Far- 
vell, he coppered hm beis with 
prosecutor Thomas Cary, who 
had to be content with the lesser 
count when he'd been erımly de- 
manding the death penalty 

Spade will pay off his losing 
wager to the People with five to 
ten years in gaol, while his Jaw- 
yer will hold the five hundred 
pounds for a stake for his client. 
when he geis out 

"And watch me run that 
money into important dough 
when 1 do come out,” said the 
gambler. 

He vetoed Crayne's plan for an 
appeal from the conviction with 
the characteristic remark "Гуе 
lost this round and ГЇЇ pay off in 
full Besides, 1 never crowd my 
duck." 

* ж ж 

Detective Johnny Frederick halted 
as they started through the gate at 
the railway station. Spade stopped 
too when the handcuff jerked sharply 
at his wrist 

"Here comes your girl,” said Fred- 
егісі, with a grin "Better rub that 
rabbit’s-foot once more, You're 
gonna need some Juck.” 


RE put her arms about bim 
For the first time since the arrest, 
she broke Spade took her hands 
awkwardly, 

"Hey," he said "Turn it off.” 
le kissed the tears away. 

Pil be waiting,” she said, 

“Н may be a long time,” said 
Spade 

“Five will get you twenty you're 
back in two years," she said, witb a 
catch m her throat. 

“It's a sucker bet, but ГЇЇ take 1t," 
he grinned 

“This train won't wait, even for 
you," said Frederick. 

Spade grinned. He kissed the girl 
again, gently 

Look, kid,” he said, "if Mr Right 
should come along—why, just blow 
out the ight that's burning in the 
window and grab yourself a chunk 
of happiness." 

For answer she lifted his manacled 
wrists She closed the fingers of his 
right hand. She rubbed them into 
her rusty hair, 

"For luck," she whispered. 

There was a queer and unaccus- 
tomed jump in Detective Johnny Fred- 
erick's throat as he muttered "You 
know, Spade, maybe you are a lucky 
guy, at that!” Е 


HE girl with the rust-coloured hair 
listened without 4 word as the tall 
young man with the serious grey eyes 
went on, quietly, but very earnestly. 
"I know there's nothing very ro- 
mantic about me, Ruddy Гуе never 
done anything or been anywhere Гуе 
worked hard ever since 1 was a kid 
1 washed dishes to go to university 
1 never played half-back In fact, 1 
never played at all—until 1 met you,’ 


She smiled at him gently. There 
was a solid, comfortable appeal to 
him He wasn't smart, like Spade, he 
wasn't gay But he was responsible, 
he was dependable. He wanted the 
things she'd thought she never wouid 
want—a steady job, а home, with a 
yard and a fence around it. He'd 
always be home to dinner He wanted 
children 
Гүс waited over a year to say 
this." he went on “I wanted to be 
sure. 1 suppose I'm a pretty dull sort 
of guy I don't make much money 
at the bank 1 don’t think I ever 
will. But Fil always have a job Next 
year itll be a better job and the лёхі 
year still а httle better, Үй want 
you to give up the beauty shop, of 
course 1 guess Carey would give you 
a few hundred for your share. You 
could have that for your own spend- 
ing money until 1 did better Maybe 
you'd be bored with the kind of life 
I can offer you. Maybe you'd think 
about the oid hıgh-rolling days when 
ıt was feast or famine, depending on 
how the ponies ran 1 dont know. 
You'll have to make up your mmd 
about that Or maybe you feel x 
would be disloyal to marry somebody 
else, when һа in gaol, АП І can 
say to that is that 1 wouldn't think 
much of a man who'd hold a gırl to 
a promise to wait for bim through 
five to ten years of sentence for mur- 
der!” 

“Manslaughter,” she said. 

*Don't think I'm condemning him," 


said Harry Crampton "Не acted 
according to his code It’s just that 
it isn't my kind of code And I don't 
think that deep down in your heart it's 
your kind, Ruddy. But you've got 
to make up your own mind If you 
feel that you're bound by your prom- 
me—well I'm not a gambling man, 
but f hope | can be а good loser!” 

The girl sud “I'm not bound, 
Harry Spade wouldn't have that. 
Why, the very last thing he said was 
that ıf ‘Mr Right should come along, 
he wanted me to grab myself a chunk 
of happiness.” 

Harry said very quietly: “Then 1 
guess И comes right down to ıt, my 
dear. Exther I'm ‘Mr Right'—or I'm 
not. If lam, you'll marry me.” 

He touched her for the first time. 
He took her hands and looked into 
her eyes They gave lum his answer, 
and his lips, grateful, humble, found 
hers 


Number 0307 said without mov- 
ing his lps "АП right, Spade Опсе 
more. Odd or even?” 

‘Spade said “Even” 

They looked down the long table. 
A convict began to stir his coffee 
Number X-30307 grinned The con- 
vict's number was X-7099 He stirred 
vigorously. Then another convict 
suddenly picked up hıs cup, gulped 
the steaming quid. He was number 
X-4000. 

Spade said 
dred even," 


“That's thirteen hun- 


Л! 


“You lucky dog!" said Number 
Х-30307 . 

Casey held out an envelope as Rud- 
dy and Harry entered the beauty 
said: "hs from Jerry 
Crayne.” 

Ruddy took the envelope. Harry's 
fips tightened, There was a pleading 
look In his eyes She kissed bim, 
quickly. Then she opened the en- 
velope. She took out a crisp five- 
pound note 

She read the enclosed note aloud. 

“Dear Ruddy: Spade said to send 
you this. You win. He'll be paroled 
Saturday morning. The two years 
won't be up till Monday, Love and 
kisses. Jerry.” 

“Well?” asked the young man with 
the serious grey eyes. 

ll go up with Jerry, of course,” 
she said. “I owe him that much.” 

"And what will you say?” asked 
Hatry Crampton, 

"ГІІ say I've found Mr. Right,” she 
answered. 


RAVELY the Warden said: "You 

have paid a part of your debt to 
society, O'Farrell, and you're getting 
a refund — but only conditionally. 
You've kept your nose clean here. 
Thats why you are leaving. Keep it 
clean, and you won't be back.” 

“Thanks,” said Spade; "and ten will 
get you fifty I won't be back." 

"You're a pretty smart guy, O'Far- 
rell," said the Warden, “I hope you 
don't get the idea that you're entirely 
too smart.” 

“Oh, Im not so smart,” Spade 
grinned. "I'm just lucky.” 

They were waiting for him outside, 
the lawyer and the girl with the 
rust-coloured hair, With his left arm 
Spade drew her to him, witb his right 
be shook Jerry Crayne's hand. 

"Spade," the girl sald, "I want to 
tell you—" 

He stopped her with his lips. The 
lawyer coughed. Не pulled out his 
wallet. He counted out four bun- 
dred and amety-five. Spade fanned 
them out. He smiled over them 
at Ruddy. 

He said: "I've got sixteen hundred 
and forty coming from a little trans- 
action inside. It won't be hard 
to collect. That gives us a nice 
10е stake, honey. Ог we can hop 
out to the races this afternoon and 
Tun it into a bankroll. And I do 
feel lucky. You сай the turo." 

She said, nervously: "But you're 
forgetting the terms of parole, Spade. 
No gambling." 

"So ГП pick 'em, and you bet “ет!” 
he grinned, “I guess a guy can go 
to the races, just to watch the horses 


run. Thats not gambling” 
Crayne looked at the girl. — He 
knew what was im her mind. She'd 


told hum al} about it on the way out. 
He knew she couldn't shatter that 
buoyant balloon of joy right now. 
He said: “1 guess he rates а little 
celebration, Ruddy.” 
“This is my lucky day," said Spade 
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RAYNE halted the big car in 

front of a roadside restaurant. 
They went in for sandwiches, A 
man іл dungarees was methodically 
feeding a slot machine. Spade. 
munching on his sandwich, strolled 
over beside him. Ruddy tugged at 
his arm, but he shook his head The 
man played his last com and lost. 

Spade dug ınto hıs pocket. His 
hand came out with three coins. He 
slipped one ınto the slot. Two 
chermes came up and three coms 
jingled out. He played them back. 
Then be rubbed the next one in 
Ruddy’s hair. 

“For luck.” he grinned 

He placed the coins, pulled the 
lever. The three bars settled into 
place. The machine disgorged. 
They overflowed on to the floor. 


“Let's go," said Spade. "1 start 
from here." 

Tt was noon when Crayne dropped 
them off in front of the beauty shop. 
Spade stood with his arm around her 
and watched the lawyer lose himself 
in traffic, 

“Now,” he said, “you hop in and 
tell Casey you're taking the afternoon 
of. Гус got to sec a guy in the 
Hotel Morris about sixteen. hundred 
and forty notes. Be back in 
twenty minutes.” 

She said: “1-—] had а sort of date 


with—-with Casey—and her boy 
friend.” 
"Bring “ет along.” he said. “We'll 


show 'em how a bigh-roller rolls." 


He kissed her and plunged into the 
erowd. She stared after him. He 
was, of course, the same old Spade. 
He'd be the same till the day be died. 
His way wasn't ber way any more; she 
wanted security and respectability, 
But he was gay and be was kind and 
today he was very, very bappy. She 
could make this his day. Harry and 
Casey would simply have to help her. 

She walked into the shop. Harry 
stood near the door. There was pain 
in his serious eyes. So he had seen 
Spade kiss her? She crossed to him 
and took his band. She led bim into 
the rear of the shop, to Casey. 

“Listen to me, both of you,” she 
said. "I didn't tell him 1 couldn't 
—today. He's entitled to have a little 
fun He's feeling lucky—he wants to 
go. We'll go with him, this one day, 
and this one night. And when it's 
over—I'll tell him. I give you my 
word.” 


НЕ man in the red coat led the 

horses out onto the track. They 
pranced past the grandstand, Ruddy 
saw Spade mark his card He looked 
up and grinned. He handed her two 
one-pound notes. 

"Lay this with Spurgeon—Bottom 
Dollar—a place" 

He smiled at her surprisc. 

"That's just to keep the franchise,” 
he said. “Im not betting until the 
third heat.” 

The bookie grinned as he accepted 
the bet from Ruddy, 

When she returned Spade had an 


affectionate arm around Casey Не 
winked at Hatry Crampton. 

"You're a lucky guy, Harry,” he 
suid. "You've copped off the second: 
best gal in the world.” 

"I think I've copped the best.” said 
Harry, steadily. 

“We ought to make this a double 
wedding.” said Spade, encircling Rud- 
dy with hus other arm. “Кип the 
Matrimonial Stakes as an entry!” 

Ruddy said quickly: "They're ready 
to go!” 

The horses were away perfectly. 
Bottom Dollar, rated well off ihe pace, 
made a game bid in the stretch and 
barely missed. He paid eight to five 
for the place. 

Spade gave Casey the winner of the 
second, but he didn't bet. She won 
nme pounds, At the paddock call 
for ће third, the group followed him. 
He smiled as the horses paraded past. 
Back inside he handed Ruddy five 
hundred pounds. 

"Gasping,' he sud, "on the nos- 
trils.” 

Harry laughed embarrassedly as he 
handed Ruddy а couple of notes. 

"IH take two pounds’ worth of 
same” 

Smd Spurgeon, the bookie: "Five 
hundred on “Gasping' at twelve to 
one! That guy must be nuts.” 

Harry felt a queer and unaccus- 


"That's the first bet I ever 
made in my life!” 

“Yeah?” said Spade. “Then you're 
а жопе goose now, pal. This is a 
cake-walk.” 

Gasping Was third as they bit the 
far turn. He was second by half a 
lengtb as they headed for home He 
was im front by three lengths at the 
wire. 
Harry found himself yelliug like a 
wild man. His hat was a shapeless 
mass. His collar bad burst open. 
There was a wild gleam ın his eyes. 

“I win twenty-four pounds!” be 


gasped, 

Ruddy returned with her hands full 
of notes. She handed Spade sixty- 
five hundred and Harry twenty-six. 
His face was wreathed in smiles, He 
reverently placed the money in his 
wallet. 

"Here's one guy that's going to 
quit ahead,” he boasted. “Crampton 
retires from the turf! 

"Stck with me," said Spade, “and 
Caseyll wear silver fox on ber night- 
gowns.” 

“Casey?” asked Harry. 

Then he grinned, 

"Oh, sure. The second-best gal 
in the world” 

He gave Caseys arm a squeeze. 
Ruddy thought; Нез a good sport. 
Her mind hung briefly on the word, 
She smiled, maternally, as she 
thought of his naive pride ın winning 
twenty-four pounds, and of his boast. 
All right, he wasn't that kind of sport 
and thank God for it! 

Spade made two-pound bets on the 
fourth and the fifth, Both won, He 
hesmated a Jong time over the auxth 
race, 


every Man... 


OUTDOORS biossoms into a 
great new hundred page “pihie” 
of the High Adventure Sporis 
—actuality Decrement to stir 
the Boy in every Man, Get 
it! OUTDOORS is now one 


of Australia's finest magazines. 


| 


“Of course | know what Africa ix famous for... diamnnds 


He said “I think this one 1s in— 
but you cant win ‘em all, Spread 
ten on him, and I hope he loses" 

The horse took the place, beaten 
off by a nose for it all. Spade heaved 
a big sigh 

“This s at. he said 

He handed Ruddy his wallet. 

“The lot. he sad, "on Scarlet 
Toes’ 


Spurgeon counted the bills care- 
fully 

"Eight thousand two hundred and 
twelve,” he said, “And it goes at 
seven to five Shall 1 give you your 
taxı-fare right now?" 

“Save some for yourself,” 
Ruddy, as she took the иске! 
couldnt beat Spade today with a 
сгомћаг." 


Spade was reading the evening 
puper as the horses came out on the 
track, Harry's eyes were glued on that 
Number 5 His hands were trem: 
bling. Here was à man with over 
eight thousand pounds on that horse, 
and he was chuckling over the comic 
section 

Ruddy said. “If 1 was a gambhng 
woman, I'd like that red pony on the 
inside, Spade He looks as if he's 
full of run. ° 

Spade shrugged 

"He's a good colt" he admitted 
"And maybe he'll forget to siop But 
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m 


1 don't think so. This one's a six- 
teenth too far—-I hope,” he added, 
with a grin. 

It took a long time to get them 
away The red colt, Firefly, was very 


fractious. The assistant starters were 
fighting him 

Spade said: "He's leaving his race 
at the ром” 


“They're off" Harry shouted 

His hand gripped the rail until his 
knuckles were white Firefly started 
badly but at the half he was winging 
At the three-quarters he was a head 
m front Ai the mile it was a length 
and a half Scarlet Toes hadn't got a 
сай, 

Ruddy thooght “It had to happen, 
sooner or later. He'll be down and 
out. And I've got to tell Мт!" 

The horses thundered toward the 
wire She kept her eyes on that red 
colt, staggering now, but still holding 
on, А yell that was like a shriek 
went up from Harry, 

"Here comes Scarlet Toes!” 

The jock was hand-riding her Her 
nose came up level with Firefly, Then 
the boy hfted her across. The photo 
signal went up. But Ruddy didn't 
need to wait for the photo. She knew 
the mare had won 

Harry was slapping Spade on the 
back. 

"You won!” he shrilled. "You won, 
you lucky З, you wont" 


ps the shower Spade O'Farrell sang. 

badly-out-of-date pop- 
his Is My Lucky Das. 
А large evening was ahead for him- 
self and Ruddy and Casey and that 
hoy friend of Caseys Seemed like 
a nice guy Well. Casey rated the 
best. 

He stepped into his room, rubbing 
las shoulders violently with the 
heavy towel Detective Johnny Fred- 
erick was relaxing on his bed He 
sull had his hat on. 

“Hullo, fatty,” Spade sang out 

Frederick sat up. dropped hus legs 
to the floor 

“Hello, sucker,” said the detective 

Spade unwrapped the package from 


Lewis‘, Silk shorts, fine French hsle 
socks, linen shirts The silk felt 
smooth and good agaist his lean 
flanks 


Frederick said, quietly “Ч hear you 
win twenty thousand al the track to- 


“In that neighbourhood,” sad 
Spade 
l "You must wanta go back up 


there," said Johnny. 

"Oh. that,” said Spade, as he began 
to pull on his socks. “The parole? 
No gambling? Who the hell was 
gambling? Can 1 help u íf my girl 
takes a little flyer?" 

"I kind of like you, Spade," said 
Frederick “I'd hate to have to ship 
you back. 1 wish you'd watch your 
мер" 

“ГЇЇ try to keep ош of your clutch- 
es," Spade smiled. 

“You got twenty thousand,” said 
the detective. “That ain't hay, Why 
the helt don't you get a job, marry 
Ruddy and give us all the horse- 
laugh?" 

"You know, that listens kind of sen- 
sible to me” said Spade. ve been 
thinking of doing something like that 
—oh, say, Monday ` 

"Look." sald Johnny, "you're goin’ 
out on the town, You're gonna try 
io balloon that dough into important 
money You're gonna buck every 
game m town—and you're gonna end 
up m that place agam Because 
somebodys gonna catch you gam- 
blın?" 

“Gambhng® said Spade 
that's against the law!" 

"Thats the idea I was tryin’ to 
^ sad Frederick “Don't be 
Spade! You can't get away 


“Why, 


"Why, Johnny, I didn't kno « you 
cared!" said Spade 

Frederick took off his hat. He 
fingered it thoughtfully for à moment 
Spade, merrily íf tunelessly whistling 
“This Is My Lucky Day,” was admir- 
ing the cut of hus new suite The 
detective put his hat on again. He 
walked out without another word, 


"Q'EVEN, а good one," droned the 
man in the tight-fitting dinner 
Jacket. 
He stacked notes and laid them 
agamst the pile oo the line in front 
of Spade O'Farrell, Spade rattled 


Continued on page 59 


TEST-FLYING HIS NEW AMPHIBIAN, 

DEVIL JIM DOONE PUTS THE BIG FLYING— 

BOAT NEATLY DOWN ON THE WATERS 
OF DARWIN HARBOUR... -- 


SHE HANDLES LIKE A 
DREAM, DESERT -HEAD/ 


A SHORT TIME LATER, IN AN OFFICE IN бо HAVE LOTS OF GUYS DEV-— TO THEIR. 
THE ADMINISTRATION BUILDING. .. 1:055/ AS WELL AS BREAKING THE IMMIGRAT- 


IRATES THE PEARL-BEDS 
THAT'S IT, DEVIL’ BRIEFLY, THIS BAD LOT том HIS" MOUT IN THE MADE OF 
WHO CALLS HIMSELF THE “BLACK SNAKE" 18) | SMALL (SLANDS “ROUND HERE AND SELLS 
BRINGING IN JAPS TO WORK THE PEARL- THE PROCEEDS DIRECT TO SINGAFORE . 
BEDS — AND THE DARWIN, < 


OTHER THAN THAT AND А FEW KNOWN 


THEY ALL DO WHEN YOU FLY ‘EM, 
DEW SAY — WHO'S THIS JOE DENLEY 
| MAJOR HACKING 3 
| WANTS US TO IMMIGRATION 

SEE IN DARWIN, | AND CUSTOMS 


BOYS DON'T LIKE IT. T HM INE HEARD MURDERS, HE'S A5 PURE AS THE DRIVEN 
WEVE BEEN AFTER // OF THIS"BLACK 2 SNOW / 
HIM FOR SOME SNAKE" CHARACTER, 

TIME, ROW. JOE 


—I FIXED iT FOR NOU To 
TAKE A PATROL BOAT SHE 5 
DOWN AT THE PIER NOW. 

ДА ARMED, FUELED AND RATIONED 


E 

Пеш FOR A MONTH, YOU CAN 

А HER WHEN You LIKE /‏ و 
e‏ 


[1656s Like YOU VE 
HIRED А CREW. JOE 
WELL SCOTCH YOUR 
SNAKE. DO WE „ 
TAKE THE AMPHI 7 


NOT LIKELY/ THAT BAG 
SHIP D SCARE OUR 
MAN CLEAR SACK TO 
SINGAPORE / I. ER.- 
ANTICIPATED YOUR 
DECISION, DEV, AND — 


HE 5 ROUGH, TOUGH f р" 
AND AS MEAN AS | YAWNING, JOG? 
A MAN CAN GET = / WHAT ABOUT IT, 
— AND WE WANT A DESERT- HEAD ? 


Es 


SEVERAL DAYS LATER,,AS THE SLEEK PATROL- BOAT KNIFES 
THROUGH THE OPEN SEA a 2. > B 5 Bc 


SO IT'S A TWO-MAN NAVY WE 
ARE NOW, ER DEN? AN WHAT CHANCE 
HAVE WE GOT OF RUNNIN’ UP AGIN 
OUR. ARATE FRIEND OUT HERE 2 


SURE THEY DID OEV GUT LN ЧЩЙ 
й WERENT PATROL BOATS ^ ITS MY 
GUESS HELL RUN LIKE A GUILTY b. 
DINGO IF ME SEES THIS 


LITTLE Tue ^ 


IT WOULON Y DO HIM 
UCH GOOD OLDTIMER. 


THESE ARE BLACK SNAKES"| 


HAPPY HUNTING GROUNDS. THIS CRAFT HAS GOT 

DESERT-HEAD——AND THE ENOUGH KNOTS STASHED 
BOATS HE ROBBED CERTAINLY AWAY TO CUT CIRCLES 
RAN UP AGAINST Hil ROUND юму 


"HERE'S SOMEONE HES ALIVE,\ YES LOOKS LIKE HES 
ABOARD THAT DINGHY 20 vue queam m a ues 
DESERT-HEAD/-— E A 
AND IT LOOKS LIKE HES Ca O EET EN 
BAD IT/ LETS GET AND POUR SOME WATER 
Eh INTO AIM WHILE T 
SECURE THE DINGHY. 


DEV, LOOK! WAY Y SURE, LOOKS LIKE 
A SHIPS DINGHY. | 
DIE OUT THE 
BINOCS, 
DESERT -НЕАр/ 


STRONG BINOCULARS 
BRING THE BOBAING 
DOT INTO CLEAR 

DETAIL. 


YE SEE SOME“ 
THIN’ BOBBIN IN 
THE WAVES? 


AS THE TWO MEN WORK ON HIM, THE 
CASTAWAY REVIVES = s = 


Y FROM THERE, REMEMBER? 
THE "BLACK SNAKE” AND HIS 
BUNCH’D EAT US RAW — АМ! 
NOT NOTICE TH’ BONES —/ 


THANKS, FELLERS=/ 
YOU PATROL MEN? | ALL WORK, PAL. 
TAS HOOKERS Gor / WHAT'S YOUR 

А GOVERNMENT gf NAME ‚AND HONI 


(YESTERDAY A BIG WAVE TOOK 
MY OARS -I BEEN ORIETIN 
EVER SINCE --- 


AS NIGHT FALLS, THE PATROL” BOAT, | 
WITE BLUNT AT THE WHEEL, 
HEADS FOR THE PIRATES’ HIDEOUT. TREPANG COMING 


> А 
TREPANG ISLAND, X UR-HUH’ WE BE 

ITS CALLEB,DEVIL JWANT TO LAND 
ITS JUST ONE "ОМ THE OPPOSITE 


TM DEVIL DONE, DANNY, AND MY MATE 16 
DESERT-HEAD DAWSON—-AND WE WANT THEÎ 
"BLACK SNAKE ^— AND RIGHT NOW WERE 
DEPENDING ON DANNY &LUNT TO 
SHOW US HIS BASE- ISLAND. 
WERE PACKING A MACHINE- 
GUN, 1F THAT HELPS — 


LITTLE "UNS/ 


DIFFERENT/ 8Y GLORY, 
THEY'RE STILL TALKIN’ 

ABOUT YOU IN THE ISLANDS 
DEVIL WITH NOU 17) INVADE 
HADES WITH A FLY-SWAT/} 
DEAL ME IN / 


56 


АТ A GUESS 


[f smart FOR we 
14: 


DESERT HEAD 19 SAY 
DANNY HOW ‘BOUT FOUR, 
FAS р ҮС. Rechen MILES Dev. 


1715 TO THE 
OTHER SIDE? 


WHAT'S, 


LOOK DEV- SO WERE ON THE ISLAN! 
WERE ARMED. BUT 
BLACK SNAKE S^ COT. 
A DOZEN MEN, ALL 
WILLIN TO SHOOT / | BISHOP, LETS SAVE 
THAT FCR LATER 


¡RL SAID TO 


OUR 


PLAN P DANNY! 


D, AN” 
AS THE CHORUS. 


RIGHT NOW 
WE VE GOT AN ISLAND 
To CROSS. SHALL 
WE PROCEED, 
GENTLEMEN? 


THE 


[TWO HOURS LATER , THE MEN LEC к, DOWN ONTO 
THE BASE CAMP OF "BLACK SNAKE, 


NEAT ЕҢ DEV? THAT BIG LUG 
YELLIN ORDERS 15 THE “SNAKE “ИЙ 


“BLACK SNAKE” 
IN PERSON- 


WE-E-LL/ NICE, GENTLEMANLY 
TYPE EH DANNY? —AND A FINE 
UPSTANDING BUNCH OF THUGS, Тоо. 
MOST OF 'EM JAP DIVERS, BY THE 
LOCK OF EM--- AND ALL CUT- TRONS] 
RIGHT? WE'LL WAIT THE DAY OUT 
UP HERE. THEN, WHEN IT'S DARK... 


А LONG HOT DAY THEN NIGHT AGAIN. ,| 
AND THE WEARY WATCHMAN ON THE 
| PIRATE'S LUGGER GOES TO SLEEP , 

SUDDENLY / 


A RABBIT- CHOP GOES. 
JUST AS WELL ON RATS 
CHUM NOW TO 

HEAVE YOU ASHORE 


TPEVIL, HIS PLAN WORKING SMOOTHLY, 


SLIPS BELOW DECKS ~u HE FINOS A 
DRUM OF LIGHTING -OIL 


А TOSSED Marc AND WE PIRATE 
LUGGER 1S WRAPPED IN FLAMES — 
a _ 
DESERT-HEAD! 
START 
STITCHING! 


FOR THE “BLACK SNAKE” AND HIS MEN, | 
ITIS AN UNPLEASANT AWAKENING / 


who was x 
THAT 

| shouting? 

WHAT р 


SACRED FAR 

OF THEN-PUL 

“THE LUGGER'S| 
AFIRE ~I 


THEY'VE 
DUCKED BACK 


INSIDE, 
DESERT-HEAD,^ 


YEAH — WHICH tS JUST. 
WHERE WELL KEEP “ЕМ 


1T MUST BE A GOVERN- 
MENT FATROL — AND 


THE FOOLS THINK 
THE Y oid МЫР 


E 


MADE гуу PLL HEAD FOR 
CONCH ISLAND — AND 
LATER By SAKU, 
SOMEONE WILL 
FAY FOR THIS / 


— BUT NOBODY TAKES 
THE "BLACK SNAKE” 


AS THE PIRATE LEADER LAUNCHES 
THE CANOE, А SPRINTING FIGURE 
HITS THE SUREN A RUNNING DIVE --| 


NO xou DON 
SNAKE ¬. 


5 


THE САМОБ/ IF i 
CAN GET TO THE CANOE, 
T CAN REACH ONE OF THE. 
OMER iSLANDS— 


GOT TO-.-CATCH HIM 
BEFORE... HE GETS 
ANY.- SPEED UP, 


LOCKED IN A LIFE -AND-DEATH STRUGGLE, 
DEVIL AND THE "BLACK SNAKE” SINK 
DEEP INTO THE DARK WATERS 


MINUTES LATER ---AND A 


HEAD BREAKS THE SURFACE — 
BUT ONLY ONE HEAD ^ 


YOU..TRIED HARD- 


OUT THERE, DESERT. 

HEAD... RESTING A 

BUT І GUESS HE'LL 

TURN UP AGAIN 

ON THE NEXT TIDE? 

HOW ABOUT THE 
OTHERS 2 


BUT LET'S GET THAT 
PIRATE BUNCH TIED 


CARRYING A FULL 
CRATE, WE MIGHT- AR. 

LIGATEN ГА 
LITTLE, WHAT? 


BY THE WAY THERE'S 
¡A CRATE OF SCOTCH 
IN THAT SHACK, NOTHIN" 


AFTER мент- SURFIN IN 


° 


HORSESHOE 
IN MY HAND 


Continued from page 54 


Here is the all-new, 
all-better way to keep 
Эр a bank balance and 

a fine car ! 


the dice їп one hand. Ihe other was 
around Ruddy's waist, Harry Cramp- 
ton didn't even notice. His eyes never 
Jeft that pife of notes. 

“We'll let it ride," Spade said, 

He rubbed the dice solemnly against 
Ruddy's rusty head. He threw a four 
He tossed a hundred on the table. 

"Says the hard way," he sad 

He threw a six, a nine, a five and 
then two deuces, He scooped m the 
pile of notes, then handed one to the 
man in the tighefiteng dinner. jacket. 

To Ruddy he said: “Let's go up to 
Jack's place. 1 think they'll take the 
lid off for the visting fireman ^ 

‘The cab slithered to a stop in front 
of a modest brownstoné front m the 
Fifties. Spade handed the driver а 
ten-pound note, waved him away. А 
man got out of a car and crossed 
to them as they approached the sieps. 

“I knew you'd show here sooner 
or later,” said the detective, “Go on 
home, Spade” 

a guy see the sights?” asked 
Spade, innocently. 

said Johnny Frederick. 

st calling on some old 
frends,” said Spade, starting to pass. 
The detective took hold of his arm. 

“I'm not kiddin’,” be said. “If you 
go in there, ГЇЇ knock the joint over 
~and pick you ир... Now beat jt" 

"You must have been a beautiful 
baby," said Spade 

He flagged a cruising cab and 1044- 
ed the others in 

He said to the driver: "The Hotel 
Wellington, and drive Ikke mad.” 

The detective grunted 

“Look,” he said, "do me a favour 
Don't come back here. If you do, Tl 
know about it.” 

"1 think you're wonderful,” said 
Spade as he swung into the cab. 

Ruddy said: “He's right, Spade. 
Dont crowd your luck. Somebody 


а-ы pick you up, Let's call it POST THIS COU 0N 
eee ші ТОЛЫ. AND LET ME SHOW YOU 
PE 1 yan make it Sales HOW 10 BECOME, 

Benz Are you with me or against 2 8 NEW MAN: / 


"You know I'm with you, all the 
she said. “But— 


Better than yun've ever experted— 
styling —.roumuness... Miracle Ride 
comlort . . . remarkable top-gear 
performance and up to 40 тарь - 
low рте ving an running and 
mamtenanee сем... ready resale 
value, Prefert ісік you keep a bank 
balane and a fine саг! 
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Erre 
PREFECT 4-DOOR SEOAN 


PREFECT 


STEPS UP 10 НР. MOTORING TO ALL-NEW, ALL-BETTER STANOAROS 
Your Ford Dealer cordially inviten you to Tent»Drive and Value. Check 


Listen to (eu FORD SHOW on any of the 62 St:tions 
е nation-wíd= weekly broad 


Print seur name and address carefully an cnupon 


je cu 11 send you mbsnlulejy FREE my Musleated 


. "But make that Sammy Green's in k, Muscular Power 1] revenie aecrela Ihat 
Shoe Mala chested weaklings Imm husky specimens 
‘of manhos 


Central Park West," he told the driver 


pos pounds of muscle can be 
жардан М take Юй lat о 

banish ecuntipalior itr. atin tienes ang amis 

im ecnålitons that VO you "ut the sud things nt 
ife 


* ж ж 
1 shows now m gel ihe handserue evenly. balanced 
mpertiona Ina) yau ste in my photo and Ihe 


“р don't know, Mr O'Farrell; 1H 
have to ask Sammy." said the croup- 
ter 

He flagged а busboy, muttering 
something, and again sent the small 
ball whirling about the wherl Spade 
put ten on the single zero. lt came 
up Не took the stack of chips and 
shook his head as the bail was whirled 
agam 
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“TH wait for dear old big-hearted 
Sam,” he said 


Harry Crampton accepted the drink 
which the waiter handed шт. His 
hand shook until the amber liquid 
spilled on his shirt front. He gulped 
the drink down. Sixty-three thousand! 
Three hundred and fifty more, with 
that last roll And O'Farrell was 
begging the house to take off the 
limit! He felt the wallet, unaccus- 
tomedly thick, in his hip pocket. His 
fingers itched for it. But Ruddy was 
looking at him oddly. He drew his 
hand away. 


A man whose face was smooth but 
blue crossed to the table. 

"Hello, Spade,” he said. 
you're warm.” 

“This penny ante irks me,” sud 
Spade. 

“The id's off,” said Sammy Green. 

Spade grinned. He began to take 
notes from his pockets, crumpled notes 
that he had tbrust into them. He laid 
them all down on tbe table He imdi- 
cated the stacks of chips. 

"We'll let it all go on the black,” 
he said. 

Sammy Green nodded, stroking bis 
blue chin, People began to drift aver 
from the other tables, The crouprer 
looked nervously at Green, The pro- 
prietor took his place at the wheel. 

"TI roll it, just for luck," he smd, 


“1 hear 


"НЕКЕ was sweat on his blue up- 

per lip. Spade felt Ruddy's hand 
dig into his arm. He took ıt in both 
of his own. 

"This ıs it, honey," he said “The 
last one—so help me.” 

There was a complete hush in tbe 
big room The ball whirred as it left 
Sammy's fingers It seemed to roll 
miterminably, then it hit the groove, 
skipped lightly snd nestled into the 
eight slot. . 

"Eight, the black,” said Sammy. 

There was a sound hke a punctured 
balloon as everyone in the room let 
out his breath. 

"| was born lucky,” said Spade, 
smiling. 

“PU have to give you a cheque, 
Spade,” said Sammy Green. 

"It's good with me,” sad Spade 

He handed the croupier a stack of 
chips 

"Buy yourself a cigar," he said, 

Harry flicked saliva from hus lips. 
He felt famt He reached for the 
glass which the waiter held out, He 
choked over it but he got it down 
Spade shoved another stack at Ruddy. 

Тай for spending-money,” he 
san 

He followed Sammy ınto hıs office. 
The croupier was crying as he handed 
Ruddy a thousand in notes. He took 
the same amount for himself Then 
he grabbed the wheel, pulled it loose, 
flung it across the room. He let out 
a hoarse cry and pawed his way 
through the crowd, heading for the 


г. 

“А hundred and twenty-six thou- 
sand, seven hundred,” said Sammy 
Green, smiling weakly. 


"Less two,” szid Spade. 

Quite firmly Green wrote a cheque 
for one hundred and twenty-four 
thousand, seven hundred He began 
to sign his name It blotted Не 
smiled apologetically and made an- 
other cheque 

Ruddy, waiting outside the office, 

Гуе got to tell him now— 


She saw the two coming out bf the 
office, saw them shake hands, gravely. 
She hurried across and took Spade's 
arm. She led him to a little table 
beneath the artificial palms of the 
terrace She shook her head as 
Harry and Casey approached. They 
turned back. Spade looked at her in 
Surprise, 

"What's the matter?" he asked. 

She told him. 


“Why, that's all right, honey," he 
said, when she had finished, “Не 
seems like a mice guy Апа you 
know me, Т was never cut out to be 
part of a team. Гуе got to have elbow 
room Name the first one after me” 

"They were gone and Spade sat 
alone at the Tittle table under tbe 
artificial palms He looked at the 
cheque for one hundred and twenty- 
four thousand, seven hundred pounds, 
He rang for a waiter. 

He said "Ask Mr. Green af he'd 
Tike to split a bottic of champagne, 
just to celebrate?” . . 

Half an hour later Harry Crampton 
stood m the foyer, under the eyes of 
the man in the Judas window. 

“| was here with Mr. O'Farrell,” 
he murmured "Is he still here?” 

He found Spade and Green gravely 
fimshing ther third bottle Spade 
ordered a fourth, but Sammy excused 
himself and tacked away. 

To the floor manager, he said, thick 
ly. ‘When Mr, O'Farrell 15 ready to 
play, the sky's the limit" 

Then he quietly passed out im the 
floor managers arms. 

Harry looked over the brimming 
glass at Spade. 

“She told me." he said huskily 
"She said you were swell about it ` 

“Nice of you to let me know,” said 
Spade 

His elbow slipped off the cdge of 
the table but be mghted himself 
sharply He stared at Harry's curly 
hair fixedly, reached out and touched 


tt, 

"E think you're going to be a very 
fine rabbit's foot,’ he said. 

He stood up very carefully, balanc- 
ing hımself Harry Crampton felt of 


the bulky wallet on hs hp Не 
thought, "Now is the бте! While 
hes hot" Не stood up quickly 


“Let's go, pal!" hc said 


(OR polished off his sec- 
ond stack of toast, and he fin- 
ished his fourth cup of coffee He 
looked disapprovingly at the un- 
touched м in front of Harry 
Crampton The man's face was grey. 

Spade called for the cheque It 
was for two pound fifteen shillings. 
He fumbled ın his pockets. He smiled 


THUNDER « 
WHEELS 


Dramatically brought to you by eye-witness accounts of 


all major motor racing events in "N heels" magazine, 


Motoring enthusiasts acclaim "Wheels" for its informative and 


interesting. features written by leading motoring journalists, 


Motor racing, new car road tests and analyses, easy-to-follow hints 


and advice for the home mechanic, latest neis from tbe Continent. 


England and America are there for vour interest and guidance. 


AUSTRALIA'S MONTHLY 


MOTORING MAGAZINE 
ee s ON SALE NOW at all 


NEWSAGENTS 26 


MAN Jun or July 1955 bl 


BANISH 
BODY ODOURS 


and 


BAD BREATH 


with 117214 


CHLOROPHYLL 
TABLETS 


There's no need to be shy of close 
contact ever agam ENZODE kills 
all possible body odours, whether of 
the feet, scalp or breeth 

Garlic, elcohol and tobacco are no 
metch for ENZODE When you 
take ENZODE, you're fresh as а 
dasy all day long — beccuse you 
have no odeurs when you take 
ENZODE regularly! Enzode also 
solves в worrying feminine problem 
ENZODE doesn't mask odours, 
ENZODE climinetes them RIGHT 
AT THE SOURCE t 


PER PACKET 
EXTRA ECONOMY SIZE 7/10 
5OLD ONLY BY CHEMISTS 
EN2- 


—  AIA 
BE TALLER 


IN {2 DAYS OR MONEY БАСК 


New discovery increased height 2 to Š inches, 
TW heve gemed 4/2 inches m my height? end 
den) fresher fru Thing in the morning My 
weight onereexed from $ stone 4 lb to IG 

—р "Since take 


тэ 
from 5 23 
meter ot 3 inches. —H C Chesterfield "My 
increase i$ 2 inches and | reelly do feel 
ALIVE — ET Guerentesd hermless Full 
Ccuese_10/ ог one deller, fifty cenis Аг 
Mail 17/6 Deleils 3d «temp белі under 
plein cover 


J, H. MORLEY, 
28 (MJ31)DEAN ROAD, LONDON, 
N'W2, ENGLAND 


(Esteblished 1936} 


BANISH 
GREY HAIRS 
FREE 


wilhont dym or tletr 
SEND FOR YOUR TORE 
ef * ban-srey* 
X тің af grey hairs in 21 
E tube of "ben-grey ° 
mature] way of restoring colour 
air 15 to ашрр!; 
ent ^ Foner 
to (nira efe! 
Send your name and address with ору 
tte caver post ent pegkine! for your 
FREE ture of “ыл gre" te 


RICE RESEARCH LABORATORIES 
Tex 453 George St Nerth PO 
SYDNEY, N 8 W 


ves you can 
ays with 


g: i 
The on 
ЕЗ 


82 MAN Jure July 1455 


as he drew out a wrinkled five-pound 
note 

“Odd or even?" he said, 

Harrv muttered "Odd." 

"Thats odd.” Spade chuckled, “It’s 
! You're stuck, pal” 

h.” said Harry. "I didn’t know 
what you meant I'm broke" 

“Just lucky in love," said Spade, 

He started to stand up Harry 
@lutched at his arm Не sat down 
agam, 

"Spade. he said thickly, “1 lost 
five thousand pounds " 

“Tough.” said Spade. "Five thou- 
sand will buy a lot of groceries.” 

“It wasn't mine,” said Harry 

Spade looked at him for a long 
moment, 

“Whose was 1?" he asked 

"The bank's," said Harry, 

"You stole ıt," said Spade 

“| didn't mean to steal it!” said 
Harry “І-ІІ just borrowed w! It 
was after we'd come back from the 
track It looked so easy, I thought 
if I could win a few thousand—well, 
there could be a httle house—all our 
own, with a yard, and—" 

"You poor sucker!” said Spade 

"You were hot, and 1 thought ıf E 
got aboard" 

Spade stared at him for a long 
moment He was thinking about Rud- 
dy: "She sure gets tough breaks, и 
this sap goes up — the poor dopc! 
1 got him into this, playing big shot! 
It's up to me to get him out.” 

He sad “Cheer up, chump. Tl 
get it back for you” 


° 


РОМ miles away Ruddy heard a 
bell, insistently ringing, and she 
opened her eyes Casey stirred, mut- 
tered something. Ths bell rang 
again, Ruddy got up quickly, flung 
а negligee over her shoulders — . 

Spade said: "Pm cleaned, baby. 1 
need that thousand.” 

"Let me keep it for you, Spade,” 
she said “Your streak’s ended, You'll 
only lose it tomight.” 

"Don't hold out on me, Rabbit's- 
foot,” he said. "I want ıt bad” 

She went io the dressing-table. 
Casey stirred again but did not wake 
up. Ruddy took the money from un- 
der her Dngerie. She crossed to the 
door and handed it to him. 

He sad, shyly “Honey—could I— 
gust for luck?" 

He held up hus rıght hand, the 
fingers half clenched. Shz bent her 
head, He rubbed his fingers against 
the rusty hair tenderly. 

"Good old Rabbit's-foot"" he said. 

He phoned Sammy Green's and 
found it closed. He tried Big Eddie's 
and Stone’s and the Circle Club with 
the same result Of course there was 
always Jacks. He got the late play 
But there was Johnny. too, and his 
grim waramg Нг tried to locate 
the floatıng High Spade game in half 
a dozen different hotels Мо dice 

“бо we'll give Jack's а whirl,” he 
told Harry Crampton 

“What about that dick?” said Harry, 
weakly, 

“Johnny? 
laugh'" 


That was just for a 


Spade thought. “It’s a dirty trick to 
play on Jack” Then he shrugged 
А raid was all part of the game The 
old percentage took care of that. He 
knew he had to ger quick action 
Johnny would get here їп ten, fifteen 
minutes at the outside He crossed 
quickly to one of the pontoon tables 

“This is a біре game,” he ı 
Harry, "but I feel in the mood." 

He leid down five hundred, the 
limit His first card was a king, his 
second a ‘three. 

“Stand,” he said. 

‘The dealer turned over a queen and 
pushed notes at him 


JES FREDERICK sighed as 
he replaced the receiver. He 
jerked his thumb and three men got 
up, yawned, stretched and then fol- 
lowed him out to the squad саг... 

Spade O'Farrell saw a nine fall and 
a seven. Не looked at his new wrist- 
watch. 

“Hit me,” he said. 

The dealer hit him with a five, 

“Рау twenty-one,” he said. 

Hany Crampton drew a long, rasp- 
ing sigh. Spade handed him the five 
thousand. 

"Lets go," he said 


"Now?" demanded Harry. "When 
you're hot" 
"Mr. Crampton," said Spade, "you 


are a very silly man” 

He took Harry's arm and propelled 
him toward the door Maybe lus luck 
would hold! Мауік-- 

Four men walked into the room. 

Johnny said quietly "Ws а raid, 
folks" e 

The two men were inconspicuous 
units tn the crowd as they strolled un- 
hurriedly across the waltng-room at 
the таймау station. Johnny Fred- 
епске tan topcoat covered the cuff 
that linked him with Spade O'Farrell, 
Spade was smiling shghtly The de- 
jective stopped, and the cuff bit into 
Spade's wrist. 

Johnny said, thickly. gently. "Here's 
your girl, Spade” 

Spade swung around, mcredulously 
She was running aeross the smooth 
floor, jostling people out of her path 
She came up to him and put her 
arms around him She kissed hîm 
fiercely, proudly, 

"He told me twenty minutes ago 
Of course he knew I'd brush him off," 
she said. 

"What this all about?" demanded 
the detective. 

“Nothing,” said Spade, “except I've 
got my Rabbit’s-foot Баск” 

He drew her close with his free 


arm. 

“PIL be waiting," said the girl with 
the rust-coloured har, "if ıt takes the 
whole eight years" 

Johnny Frederick said: "Your luck's 
come home, Spade " 

Spade nodded Не said, huskily. 
“| was born with a horseshoe in my 
hand.” 


THE END 


IS THAT YOU, NINA? 


Continued from page 25 


You and the dame—and me! Get 
moving!” 

With Nicky holding the automatic 
in his pocket, we went down, ош a 
side door to a side street. . and 
there was a cream Ford Customlıne. 
He made me drive. Yvonne, face 
white, sat alongside me. Nicky satin 
the rear seat, curtly giving instruc- 
tions. He reminded me, now and 
then, that the rod wasn’t far from my 
skull. 

lt was about mid-afternoon as we 
left the city, and headed down the 
coast road. Twenty miles south, we 
turned off the main stem, eventually 
reaching a lonely beach shack А 
power boat, on rollers, was drawn up 
оп the beach by a winch-line from 
the shack. 

Nicky made me carry two heavy 
steel rails, and chains, from the shack 
to the launch. The winch-line was 
released, the boat rolled down to the 
water, Under the threat of the auto- 
matic, E worked the engine. Nicky 
steered. 

We chugged through the low 
breakers We were about a quarter 
of a mile off shore when I finally 
edged the spanner on the launch floor 
close to my band. I suddenly jabbed 
the throttle down, hard Тһе launch 
surged forward, as a swell lifted us. 

“What the hell?” Nicky grunted, 
grabbing at the tiller, as the hoat turn- 
ed to one side. 

I bent down, grabbed the spanner, 
turned and (теу 1t—hard! The span- 
ner hit Nicky in the temple. He swore 
as he reeled, firing wildly as he clung 
to the tiller. Slugs whistled near. 

"Quick, Yvonne . . . over!” 

I grabbed ber wrist and almost 
yanked her over the side. Sbe gasped, 
as we hit the water, “Non... I can- 
not swim!" 

We came to tbe surface. In the 
distance, swerving wildly and taking 
in water was the launch . . . and 
about ten feet away, floundering, was 
Nicky, still apparently stunned, 

1 gasped to Yvonne. “Take a deep 
breath, hold it—try to float!” 

I let her go and swam quickly to- 
ward Nicky, boping Vd reach him be- 
fore the cold water revived his senses. 
Then my heart ligbtened as I realised 
something . . . Nicky couldn't swim, 
either. I reached out a hand, gral 
bed bis head from behind, held him 
a moment, and chopped him with a 
short right. He was sinking as I swam 
back towards Yvonne. 

She sank. | dived, found her, 
struggled to the surface, She gulped 
in аг We floundered under the sur- 
face again. As we rose, I turned her 
round, and told her to keep as still 
as possible 

Then Iswam! That’s an understate- 
ment. We made the beach — Don't 
ever ask me how | remember fiop- 
ping on the sand, and closing my 
eyes. 1 opened them to see Yvonne, 
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her white frock cimgmg to her hke 
a shell round an сре, staring at me 
Her lips brushed my mouth Who 
was it that sud something about 
French women? The guy was right” 
"We got to the car behind the shack 
"Where we go, Meester Morton?" 
"You can call me Roy, Yvonne 
We're poing to my flat And from 
there ГЇЇ decide when we get to town * 


it was just after dark when we 
reached my apartment Under the 
door was my mail I opened the kt- 
ter from Bill Downey 

“Enclosed,” the letter said, "m a 
photograph of Nina Spencer The 
only distinguishing mark she seems to 
have ıs а slight scar on her left leg. 
just above the ankle” 

Т elanced at the photograph—and 
nearly dropped й It was not—repeat 
NOT—the photograph of the blonde 
1 had visited the previous night 

How dumb can a guy be! Every- 
thing was falling ito place 1 jump- 
ed toward the phone and tang David 
C Johnson Hc said he would contact 
his friend, the Police Commissioner, 
whom he was certain would do alt I 
asked 

T rang my secretary. who brought 
clothes around for Yvonne We 
changed Two hours Inter "e were 
at Police Headquarters M- Johnson 
came into the office. 

"АП right,” the Commissioner said, 
"what's the story?" 

"The blonde here,” 1 began, "isn't 
Nina Spencer . — she’s Linda Blake, 
the supposedly drowned heiress She 
was heavily in debt to Luke Taliento 
through gambling, but she had mne 
years to wait before she could col 
lect her inheritance. She became en- 


gaged to Marcus and made a will in 
Tus favour 

“A girl about her муе was brought 
to town the ри! Nina Spencer She 
was chosen for the part because she 
was much the sume build as Linda 
Blake and looked much the same 

“Because of her burld, and her ар 
pearance, she was picked to be mur 
dered, She went boating with Tali- 
ento, and she ded Her face was 
knocked about, and her body dressed 
in Linda's clothes, and a wristwatch 
Marcus had given Linda was put on 
Nina's wrist So the body was identi- 
fied as the body of Linda Blake, the 
heiress 

"When E asked questions about Nina 
Spencer, Luke treed to foil me off by 
having Linda pose as Nina. The stake 
for it all was a quarter of a million 
pounds, divided three ways, with 
Linda leavıng the country. ” 

1 paused . . the Commissioner 
nodded to the police officers Luke 
went to protest. but in a moment or 
two, he, with Marcus and Linda were 
out of the office propelled by strong 
hands. 


In the next days "Claro" Wally 
Kent had a piece about Nina He re- 
called that the name "Nina" was said 
to mean "Goddess of the Sea." 

As for me I sent the details 
to Bi! Downey. When the migration 
authorities told Yvonne she had over- 
stayed her permit to remain m the 
country, I pulled a few strings, here 
and there We got a special licence, 
and I married her two days later 

What else could 1 do? 


THE END 
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A DEAD MAN 
SAVED HIS LIFE 


Continued from page 47 


cended below, pulling the trapdoor 
shut behind them 

"Thinking it might be the police and 
hc was saved, Eddie Capps leapt up 
from the blood-sodden bed. A Hght 
had appeared agam below He fell 
down beside the first trap-door and 
put his eye to the crack. 

He saw immediately they were not 
police. They were a pair of roughly 
dressed mountain men, just as Villam- 
ous looking as the old killer himself. 
They wanted hquor. The cabin 
was a backwoods prog house, The old 
man produced bottles of moonshine 
and money changed hands. Boisterous 
and tipsy the customers wanted to 
drink in the cabin with the old 
couple 

Both the man and the woman (sbe 
had risen from her bed in the сог- 
ner) encouraged them to drink and 
spend their money. They finally sat 
down with ıhem at a game of cards, 


The Negro took no part in the game, 
but curled up on the floor and went 
10 sleep. 

Capps could sec that the table at 
which they sat was directly under the 
spot where the second trap-door 
should be. There was no ladder to st 
Ше the one at which he was spying 
‘Apparently they put some steps on 
the table to get to it 

Their assumption that he was dead 
set Capps thinking He crawled over to 
the other trap-door, praying that they 
had not bolted it when they descend- 
ed. He inserted the blade of a pen- 
knife at the edge and levered Yt mov- 
ed — so that the plan that was slowly 
formulating in his mind was possible. 

His fear had left him Quietly he 
put on his boois As he did so, a new 
idea hit him. prompted by the fear 
of the Negro at touching the dead 
body in the bed He would make his 
getaway bid in the role of a ghost 

The bloodstained sheet that he had 
already sheltered under made do as 
a shroud Looking round, he spied 
a woman's old white hat in a corner. 
He grabbed it and thrust it on bus 
head 

A last peep through the crack 


showed the tard game хий in progress 
Capp went to the other trapdoor and 
with infinite care raised ıt nomelesslv. 
He pushed п right open Not a person 
below gave a sign of realting what 
he'd done. 

Pistol m hand. Capps stood poised 
above. Then he screeched an ear- 
splitting ghostly wail and dropped 
straight through on to the table The 
quartet round it saw only the white 
spectre above them before he kicked 
the lamp fying. 

Capps started firing his gun Amid 
screams of fear he saw two chairs go 
toppling over backwards as their 
occupants frantically tried to avoid 
the spectre. A sudden bound took him 
io tbe floor and he headed for the 
door A moment later he was through 
ıt and sprinting wildly for the stable. 
He did not look round, but his haste 
was not really necessary, as no at- 
tempt was made to follow him 

He had his kmfe out before he got 
to the stable A slash cut the halter 
of his mare, Sally, who seemed just as 
eager to leave as her.master, 

Capps vaulted on her bare back 
She bounded out the open door as 
though jet propelled. As they went 
past the cabin, the salesman had his 
gun ready, but he did not need n. 
Sull in his flowing sheet, he would 
have struck terror into the supersti- 
tious hillbillies. 

Тһе mare continued her gallop for 
more than a mile before. Capps let 
her slow down to a trot. Dawn was 
near, and with it came а clear, fine 
day Sunhght made the events of the 
night seem far away. Capps rode up 
to a bay he spied in a field for direc- 
tions. 

The sight of him, however, was too 
much, It set the boy running for his 
hfe towards his home. screeching for 
help Capps reined in and removed 
the sheet. He folded it for use as a 
saddle, and rode on until he came up 
to a farmhand soon after. He was 
given directions to Barbourville, 
which lay about seven mules along the 
track. 

At the Shenff's office there he told 
his story. At first the officer was 
incredulous, but he changed his mind 
on viewing the bloodstained sheet. A 
posse was collected immediately to 
tide out to the log cabin, 

Within a week, towards the end of 
May, 1897. the man and woman. Mr 
and Mrs. Elden Susong. and Charhe 
Carmichael, the Negro. went on trial 
for the murder of Gus Lobe. All 
were found guilty. Carmichael was 
sentenced to death and was duly 
hanged. The elderly couple got off 
with life sentences and died in prison. 

Eddie Capps went back to his run. 
after surviving an ordeal the horror of 
which few men have ever met He 
had played with death in onc of the 
most hair-raising and spme-chilling 
murder schemes on record It did not 
come off; but ıt was a long time be- 
fore Capps again took a short cut at 
night through the hillbilly country 


THE END 
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MURDER OF A DANCER 


He closed the door and 1 ımme- 
diately turned to the leads. They 
were all out of town. 1 shrugged 
wearily, in no mood to travel even 
out of the office im this sweltering 
weather, But it had to be done 
Dahl's leads indicated E had a lot of 
ground to cover im Washington 
hotels, including the Statler and 
Franklin Park, few restaurants, 
Troika Cafe, Morales; and several 
people with whom Harger might be 
staying 

It wasn't a simple matter of check- 
ing at the hotels by phone—because 
he migbt have signed registers under 
an assumed name, especially as he 
was a well-known figure, Td have 
to speak to desk clerks, waiters, bar- 
tenders-—and any others who might 
recognise him from a description It's 
surprising how little most of these 
cases vary, and how much tougher it 
is to get lost than anyone imagines. 
A man 15 a creature of habit, Ask 
the right questions about him and 
he almost tracks himself down. 

1 made a dozen calls. I notified 
my missing persons contacts that I 
was interested m any information on 
fresh “stiffs.” They got that infor. 
mation daily from the various hos- 
pital morgues 1 didn't tell them 
whom I was after. My client had 
been explicit about no publicity. 

When information was not forth- 
coming from these sources, | packed 
a bag and caught a tram to Wash- 
ington, D.C, It wasn't tough to follow 
up Harger; as a matter of fact, 1t Was 
too easy, because the strikingly beauti- 
ful Charlotte Maye, apparently al- 
ways m his company, was remem- 
bered by everybody. 

1 jotted down a few details, The 
barkecps said Harger wasn't much of 
a drmker. The hotel clerks were con- 
sistent m the comment tbat Harger 
and Maye had separate suites, All 
that day and night I ran down leads 
with the same results dead ends, 1 
didn’t know if Dahl wanted me to 
stick around Washington, but I took 
it upon myself to head back to the 
aty. 

1 returned on the morning of the 
23rd Опе of my missing persons 
contacts called me almost at once. A 
fisherman m a rowboat had found 
a nude male torso wrapped and tied 
in a white sheet floating 300 feet 
off Breezy Pomt, on Long Island's 
South Shore. The head, arms and 
legs had been crudely removed. 
Pressed for outstanding features or 
distinctive marks, my contact com- 
mented on the exceptional grace and 
muscularıty of the torso. That struck 
home with me It sounded the kind 
of development a dancer might have. 

“Any clamantis?" was my next 
question, 

*None—but we've got 20 or 30 
more people coming up for identifi- 
caton Someone came in here this 
morning who might sew this one up 


though—^ and he mentioned the name 
of Charlotte Maye! She, in the com- 
‚ had reported Solon 
d had been sent 
over to try to identify the torso at 
the morgue of the Queens County 
Hospital, Jommg them later, accord- 
mg to my ınformant, was a certain 
Walter Dahl 

That puzzled me Why had Char- 
lotte Maye reported Harger missing 
to the authorities when Dahl had ın- 
sisted that publicty was to be 
avoided? 1 shrugged It meant the 
end of my case. With the extensive, 
nation-wide mussing-persons macl 
ery їп motioo, whether the torso was 
Harger's or not, | was clearly dis- 
pensable I waned for a call from 
Dahl It didn't come that day. 


1 checked my missing persons con- 
tact Inter and was told that Dahl had 
definitely established that the torso 
was not that of the missing dancer 
1 hung up and pondered that one. 
Where did Dahl come off to make the 
positive identficatron? What he had 
told me was that he was close to 
Charlotte Maye and didnt know 
Harger personally. 

There was no word from Dahl the 
next day, either. I figured he had 
enough cash to sbell out for my ser- 
vices, despite the fact that the police 
were on the case . . , So I picked 
up where | left off The hospitals 
yielded nothing But my missing per- 
sons contact did “Al,” he said, "the 
policewoman handling tbat Harger 
folder stamped it ‘closed.’” 

That really threw me. It seemed 
that Harger’s exotic brunette part- 
ner had received a telegram from him 
that morning stating he was out of 
town and well, and was starting а 
new life for himself. 

That was the 23rd. When I got no 
word from Dahl on the 24th, I called 
him. I told him of my Washington 
jaunt, and asked what tbe score was 
He gave, instead — some Chicago 
leads! 

1 managed to take them down with- 
out giving away my urntaton, Н 
was some kind of wild-goose chase 
he was sending me on—but why? My 
instant suspicion was that Charlotte 
Maye and Dahl were interested in 
each other, and had combined forces 
to eliminate Solon Harger, the third 
side of the triangle If | was some- 
how bemg used, I intended to find 1t 
out. 

Т had the beautiful dancers ad- 
dress. Her spartment was m the 
same building as Hargers, on West 
46th Street. 1 wouldn't visit her as a 
detective, because I'd never find out 
anything И | did. One of my best 
gimmicks was posmg as а lingerie 
salesman, Vd buy up a small amount 
of fine lingerie which 1 would sell 
at a ridiculous price, It rarely failed 
10 get results 

The building was a fivestorey 
brown-stone with tailor shops on the 
first two floors The instant 1 looked 
at the door bells my suspicion of 
some duplicity was confirmed Har- 
gers name plate showed he had a 


room-mate. And the second name 
was— Dahl. 
Before 1 went up to Charlotte 


Maye's apartment with my lingerie 
valıse, I dropped into the tailors 1 
told them 1 was an uncle of Harger's 
from out of town and was looking 
for him He didn't seem to, be m his 
apartment Did they know his where- 
abouts? One of the tailors suggested 
I check with his “beautiful” room- 
mate, as he referred to Dahl. He also 
advised that I tell my nephew when 
1 saw him that Dahl had brought 
down a new suit, which Harger re- 
cently had had made for himself, arid 
ordered the suit recut to fit him. The 
tulor had refused to fill the order 
without an OK from Harger 

To me that chance bit of informa- 
tion held a serious implication 

Charlotte Maye's apartment was on 
the fourth floor 1 noticed the name 
Tubesing on her nameplate as well. 
A slim, shapely brunette in a neat 
house dress, answered my ring. This, 
then, was Harper's dancing partner 
She appeared somewhat troubled, but 
she was friendly and exhibited inter- 
єзї ın the lingerie I showed her. She 
said she and her husband were ex- 
pecting to take a trip and she could 
use a few items. 

I was invited mside and 1 met her 
husband, William Tubesing, a youth- 
ful, amiable Army Captain, on fur- 
lough He helped ber choose from 
my selection. Now 1 knew who the 
Army officer was that my contact had 
mentioned. Several studio photo- 
graphs of Harger and Maye on tbe 
mantel gave me an opening to talk 
about the missing man. 

“Isn't that the missing dancer I 
read about in the paper?" І asked, A 
Broadway columnist had already pro- 
claimed the disappearance and it was 
common knowledge. She nodded, 
те What's keeping us from going 

t my husband's folks m Mis 
E. 1 
"I thnk we ought to go anyway," 
her husband sard, excluding me from 
the conversation, “That telegram ex- 
plains it as far as Im concerned.” 

"| can’t help feelıng that some- 
thing's wrong, Bill" she sad. "The 
way be left that morning at 3.00 a.m. 

+ ıt was all so strange . . .” 

I sad I had a son m the army 
and sympathised with them. I told 
them to forget everything and make 
the most of the time they had, They 
took me into their confidence and 
before long were giving me an ас 
count of that Sunday night, August 
19th. The Tubesmgs were giving a 
small party. Durmg the eventag, 
Dahl came downsiairs and remained 
a short time, saymg that Harger was 
not feeling well. He returned up- 
stars to his apartment which was 
directly overhead, at about 10.30. 


Right after that the Tubesings and 
ther friends heard curious stamping, 
choking, gaspmg sounds above them 
They dismissed the sounds as the play 
ful rough-housing of Harger and Dahl 
But that was not the end of и, for 
after the party had broken up hours 
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| Iter, the Tubesings heard a persistent 


hammering and the splashing of 
water "They called upstairs and Daht 
said he was fixing something Then 
at 3 o'clock, the sounds of heavy 
steps were heard descending the stairs. 
In the morning Walter Dahl informed 
ihe Tubesings he had seen Harger 
off «t the radroad station 

Even while they talked 1 had an 
insight into what had happened in 
that apartment, 1 kept scemg the 
torso fished up ai Breezy Point as the 
words “hammering and splashing 
water,” repeated themselves with a 
grim meaning. 

As soon as F left the Tubesings 1 
communicated my information to the 
authonties but was informed with em- 
phasis that the case was closed Тһе 
impression was, 1 think, that I was 
merely a publicity-seeking private 
investigator 

That was on ihe 25th day of Aug- 
ust and I was still retained by Walter 
Dahl On the 26th, still making my 
rounds, getting to people who knew 
Dahi and Harger, another fact of the 
relationship of these two men came 
10 light, Everyone scoffed at any 
possible romantic attachment of either 
Dahl or Harger for Charlotte Maye 
Tubesng. Both men were attractive 
to women but unresponsive. 

There was evidence of jealousy be- 
tween the two men, which often flared 
into violent outbursts of temper It 
was just such an outburst. 1 belleved, 
that had resulted in a brutal murder 
їп the apartment above the Tubesings 
that night of August 19th. I all 
fitted together so perfectly now. 

‘Then on the 28th 1 received a call 
from Dahl. His voice beirayed no 
tremor or sign of shaken emotions 
"I have received a letter from Har- 
ger explaining everything," he said. 
“and I won't require your services 
any longer" He would settle our 
account, he assured me That was 
all 

“A letter . 1 muttered to my- 
self That was too much I wanted 
to look ai that letier 


1 made my way to the brownstone 
on West 46th Street, and deiermining 
that Dahl was out, I let myself into 
hi apartment with a passkey I 
searched high and low, but could 
find no sign of a letter 1 looked 
around to see if 1 could unearth any 
meriminating evidence. There was 
nothing unusual about the place, ех- 
cept perhaps for the uncommonly out- 
мас beds But when I entered the 
bathroom and noticed that a hurried, 
sloppy cout of fresh punt had been 
Slapped on the wall behind the bath 
tub—that cimched it for me. 

Before 1 contacted the authorities 
agam P took a stab in another dir- 
сєпоп, I remembered my missing 
persons contact had told me the torso 
found was wrapped m a sheet Could 
1t possibly haye been an outsize sheet 
off an uncommonly large hed? А 
phone call verified ıt 

On August 29th, the police re- 
opened the cuse 1 made myself ауай- 
able to the district attorney and was 
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105 amazing that Kruschen can 
cost so hitle and yet do such a 
wonderful job of keepmg you fit 
and full of energy. Less than id 
per day is all it costs to follow 
the safe, effective Kruschen 
formule for radiant health 

the "little daily dose" of famous 
Kruschen is tasteless in your 
morning eup of tea Safe and 
gentle in its laxative aetion 
Krusehen stimulates the liver 
and kidneys and keeps the 
bloodstream free of poisonous 
wastes A clean system means 
freedom from nagging muscular 
Pains which are “nature's warn- 
ings" of more serious ailments 
ahead Don't give rheumatism 
lumbago and other crippling 
pain a chance—invest less than 
a ld per day in health insur- 
ance—tske Kruschen every day 
Trial size 2/3, Economy size 3/9 
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held їп reserve ay a surprise witness. 
against Walter Dahl. while th: noose 
of circumstantial evidence was drawn 
tighter and tighter about his neck 


Detectives were on Dahl's trai WHY 
constantly now watching his every 
move On Friday, October 5th, they 
closed im. He had withdrawn money 
from his account and was making 
preparations for sudden flight. 


Dahl was taken to District. Attor- 
ney Grumets office where he con- 


<a oe brings such swift relief 


“E came home that might and we 
quarrelled There was a struggle 1 


kicked him in the stomach He pick- MALGIC cernes relaxing adranalın гам into 
ed up an tcepick and came at me tha constricted, cramped muscle fibres 

“I kicked him agam, stunning him which are the root cause of every rheumatic 
Then # hit him with a hammer and pain The crompsdup fibres are loosened by 


dragged him into the bathroom 1 the adrenalin in MALGIC Pain and stiffness 
was so scared that 1 swung the ham- 


mer, maybe two or three times more 
It was soon plain that he was dead Ме REN 
1 was more frightened than ever 1 
put his body into the tub. Then 1 


sre quickly relieved 


of South Launceston, а sufferer 
from rheumatism for ten years writes |! 


‘dlemernbered! hu" spent pounds—all for no good. | was а litte 
On October 16, 1945, Walter dubious of trying Maigic saying just another 
Dahl was indicted for murder m the waste of money Now | can get around win 
first degree, but seven months later. never an ache and walk with the best of them. 
he was permitted to enter a plea of 
guilty to first degree manslaughter. Mrs S E of Moonta South Australie had 
When he finally appeared for зеп. dreadful pains im her hp and leg and was 
fencing in the Manhattan Court of unsble to walk A friend bought her a jer of 
General Sessions on May 16th, 1945, Malgıc After using Malgic Mrs 5 £ writes 


‘Walter Н. Dahl was a sick and broken "I got my friend to tub my М d thi 

young mam. Diabetes had afflicted the a a YE тр лан 
joints in his lower extremities and he 
could stand only supported by 


crutches Judge George L. Donnellan 
sentenced hım to Sing Sing Peniten- 77 77 (7 2 7 
tary for a term of from ten to twenty CA. Y EUIMITIC 
years It was hard to believe that чт» 

this thm, sickly, pasty-faced invalid D 

was the tanned, handsome, self 7) her 

assured young man who had stridden 


mto my office that sultry August day 
mei oe ыу MALGIC ADRENALIN CREAM 15 SOLD ONLY 8Y CHEMISTS 


уоп. Manufactured and distributed by World Agencies Ру Lid Sydney 
THE END 


day | was walking 1 hove not hed the pein 
in my hip since" 


NEW HANDYMAN 


SECTION 
Quiz In each issue of MAN Magazine. 
Valuable Information! Things to build! 


ANSWERS 

1- Arthur Duffey. He did it in 1902. 
Gunner Nielson, of Denmark, first; Fred 
Dwyer. of U.S.A. second. 2. 18 Mel- 
bourne Stadium was burnt down. 3. {1} Lodga this form with your loca} nswiasant er pest 10 tha Subscription 
Five wickets, [2] Adelaide Ovel. |3) Manager "МАМ JUNIO" 56 Yeung SÍ Sydney 
323. (4) 11 (8) 341. (6] Tyson and Subscr pion rates in Australia and Mandated Tarriteries 24/ per enum 
‘Appleyard. (7) Appleyard, six wickets 49 {POST FREE) Overseas Countries 24/ per annum ріш posiage 
en average of 1! 83; Bailey, three wickets Pleasa reserva tor me copies of "MAN JUNIOR.” for спа year. 
et an overage of |3 КЕ wiekets 

8) Геп Mad- NAME ,.............. EL 
ub dun СА {Block laters please) 

5. Jon Honrieks, swimming 5. баай STREET . 
Duke. to ma d Murray Rose. 
previously hald by Garry Chepmen, 8. 
Adi е. Ken Rosswsll. He beat Lowi оўн 
Head Beryl Penrose. She beat Thelme Please add axchanga to Counlry and Interstate chadaes 


Leng. 
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An explorer was telling us of bis 
harrowing experiences up m the New 
Guinea jungle 

“Ammunition, food and whisky had 
run out,’ he told the rapt audience, 
and we were ай parched with 
thirst” 

“But wasn't 
someone asked 
Sure,' our rugged friend came 
k. "but it was no time to be think- 
mg of clea 


there any water?" 


* ж * 


Гус been marvelling at the stamina 
of a friend of mime who for weeks 
has been boasting of the 36 holes he 
plays before breakfast’ every day. 1 
found eut that the holes were m his 
harmonica 


х * * 


Just a tip about bald-headed barbers 
who try to sell you hair restorer, 
chaps. Onc tried to give me the treat- 
ment the other day Taking one look 
at his billtard-ball cranium I thought 
l had the answer to the way out 

“That's rıcheulous,” I told him “JE 
ıt was any good you'd have bur your- 
self” 

“Nothing wrong with that," came 
the answer. "I know a guy who sells 
brassieres.” 


ж ж ж 


Pa-in-law cashed his life msurance 
policy the other day and took out a 
fire pohcy Не knows where he's 
gomg 

* ж * 


A certain restaurant was handed 
back a plate of fish it had served а cus. 
tomer. On the plate was the meamng- 
ful note-—"Lonz time no sea." 

* * * 

The only thing harder than a dia- 

mond ıs making the payments on it. 
* * * 


Sweet young thing "lf you kiss me, 
I'll call one of my family!” 


So he kissed her. 
“Bro-ther!” she whispered. 
* * * 

There can be no argument about 
xt all, chaps, the stork ıs the bird 
with the biggest bill. I was reminded 
of this when I met an old cobber. 
“George!” 1 exclaimed when he shook 


hands “You've changed’ Whats 
making you look so old?" 

"Trymg to kecp young" said 
George 


“Trying to keep young?" 
“Yes,” was the gloomy response, 
"nine of them,” - 


х х ж 


That's like the bloke who married 
the widow who told him she had 
four httle ones up in the cemetery 
He didn't know that they were oniy 
playing up there 

Mackegg. 


x х ж 
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"These great minds were Rosicrucians. . . 
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‚ Francis Bacon Benjamin Franklin Isaac Newton 
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Why: were these 


How docs anyone-—man or woman—achieve greatness? Is it not by mastery 
of the powers within ourselves? 


Know the mysterious world within you! Attune yourself to the wisdom of 
the ages! Grasp the inner power of your mind! Learn the secrets of a full 
and peaceful life! 


Benjamin Franklin, statesman and inventor . . . Isaac Newton, discoverer of 
the Law of Gravitation . . . Francis Bacon, philosopher and scientist . . . 
like many other learned and great men and women . . . were Rosicrucians. 


The Rosicrucians (NOT a religious organisation) have been in existence for 
centuries. To-day, headquarters of the Rosicrucians send over seven million 
pieces of mail annually to all parts of the world. Address: Scribe. N.L.Z. 


The ROSICRUCIANS 


(AMORC) 


cw ыы “cima ағ 
The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC). 
Box 3988, G.P.O., Sydney, Australia. 
Please send me the free book, The Mastery of Life, which explains how I may learn 
to use my faculties and powers of mind. 
Name = 
Address Р 
State - 4 
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Motor Engineering offers many oppor- 
tunities for mechanically minded nnıbitious 


young men. 


OUR CORRESPONDENCE COURSE is a an VFADC! 
COMPLETE one. Our Students are sup- A L 4 4 

plied with Instruction Papers — Service 4 For the past 30 years, the 
Sheets — Diagrams — and ILLUSTRATED € E^ AUSTRALIAN TECHNICAL 


TEXT REFERENCE BOOKS, thereby y ERU eren eM LA 
making possible a quick, уе! thorough know- MOTOR CAR ENGINEERING 


lege of MOTOR ENGINEERING ® — 7 from all walks of life, (Farms, 


v Stations, Factories, Engineeri 
— ны ее ete.) front all parts of Austral 
AWNED nDIUEDC ТӨЛІ and Overseas by CORRESPON- 


ч DENCE. 


А‏ ا 
THE COURSE CATERS FOR THE‏ 
OWNER-DRIVER AS WELL AS THE‏ 
MECHANIC AND THE PROS-‏ 
PECTIVE MOTOR MECHANIC‏ 


AUSTRALIAN 
TECHNICAL 
SCHOOLS 


Jamieson Sirael, Sydney. 
New South Wales. 
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We are making a SPECIAL OFFER 
regarding our Complete Correspond- 
ence Course in Motor Car Engineering 
— under a very attractive enrolment 
plan! The work covers both the Mechani- 

cal and the Electrical Sections — One 
Student wrote “It was my Fuchy day when 

I answered your advertisement.” POST THE 
COUPON NOW and get the facts for yourseli— 
ibis may prove to be the turning point in your life! 
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THE MOTOR ENGINEER (M. J. 755 


МАНАМ. TECHNICAL SCHOOLS, SUCCESSFUL STUDENTS 


Assembly Hall, Jemieson Streat, Sydney Неге are e few extracts from students’ letters which speek for 
Please send me [without obligation) your FREE $ themselvesr— 
ENGINEERING BOOKLET, giving full perliculers and $ (FROM AN OWNERDRIVER) "I am plassad | tock the C 
advice about the Correspondence Course doang % -whieh bes saved me many pounds on repeits fo my own cer. 
н Бо (FROM A STATION MECHANIC} "Thanks to your technical 
NAME dreining in Motor Engineering. | have e geod position es Che 

Mechanic om л Stein." 

{ (FROM A SERVICE MECHANIC) "| can recome z- your Cemse- 


Occupation + 


Addr 
Write plointy 


it hos enabled me to secure e position with è С 1y~-servicieg 
their Meter Vehicles." 


